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ARDATH. 

Part  II. 
IN   AL-KYRIS. 

CHAPTER  XVIII. 

THE    SACRIFICE. 

A  SOLEMN  silence  ensued.  Consternation 
and  wrath  were  depicted  on  every  countenance. 
The  Sacred  Service  was  Interrupted  ! .  .  .  a 
defiance  had  been  hurled  as  It  were  In  the  very 
teeth  of  the  god  Nagaya  ! .  .  and  this  horrible 
outrage  to  Religion  and  Law  had  been  actually 
committed  by  the  Laureate  of  the  realm  !  It 
was  preposterous,  .  .  .  Incredible  ! .  .  .  and  the 
gaping  crowds  reached  over  each  other's 
shoulders  to  stare  at  the  offender,  pressing 
forward  eager,  wondering,  startled  faces,  which 
to  Theos  looked  far  more  spectral  than  real, 
seen   In    the    shimmering   green   radiance    that 
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was  thrown  flickeringly  upon  them  from  the 
luminous  Arch  above  the  Altar.  The  priests 
stood  still  in  speechless  indignation,  .  .  .  .Lysia 
moved  not  at  all,  nor  raised  her  eyes,  .  only 
her  lips  parted  in  a  very  slight  cold  smile. 

Seized  with  mortal  dread,  Theos  gazed 
helplessly  at  his  reckless,  beautiful  poet-friend, 
who  with  head  erect,  and  visage  white  as  a 
waning  moon,  haughtily  confronted  his 
Sovereign  and  audaciously  asserted  his  right 
to  be  heard,  even  in  the  Holy  place  of 
worship !  The  King  was  the  first  to  break 
the  breathless  stillness  ;  —  his  words  came 
harshly  from  his  throat,  .  .  and  the  great 
muscles  in  his  neck  seemed  to  swell  visibly 
with  his  hardly-controlled  anger. 

*'  Peace  !  .  .  Thou  art  suddenly  distraught, 
Sah-luma  ! .  .  "  he  said,  in  half-smothered,  fierce 
accents — *'  How  darest  thou  uplift  thy  clamorous 
tongue  thus  wantonly  before  Nagaya,  and 
interrupt  the  progress  of  his  Sacred  Ritual  ?  .  . 
Check  thy  mad  speech  !  .  .  if  ever  yonder  maid 
were  thine,  'tis  certain  she  is  thine  no  longer  ; .  . . 
she  hath  offered  herself,  a  voluntary  sacrifice, 
and  the  gods  are  pleased  to  claim  what  thou 
perchance  hast  failed  to  value  !  " 

For  all  answer,  Sah-luma  fiung  himself 
desperately  at  the  monarch's  feet. 
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"  Zephoranim  !  "  he  cried  again  .  .  ''  I  tell  thee 
she  is  mine  ! .  .  mine,  as  truly  mine  as  Love 
can  make  her  !  O  she  is  chaster  than  lily-buds 
in  her  sweet  body !  ,  .  but  in  her  spirit  she  is 
wedded — wedded  to  me,  Sah-luma,  whom  thou, 
O  King,  hast  ever  delighted  to  honour  !  And 
now  must  I  kneel  to  thee  in  vain  ? — thou 
whose  victories  I  have  sung,  whose  praises  I 
have  chanted  in  burning  words  that  shall  carry 
thy  name  for  ever  with  triumph,  down  to  unborn 
generations  ? .  .  Wilt  thou  become  inglorious  ?  .  . 
a  warrior  stricken  strengthless  by  the  mum- 
meries of  priestcraft,  .  the  juggleries  of  a 
perishing  creed  ?  Thou  art  the  ruler  of  Al- 
Kyris, — thou  and  thou  only  !  Restore  to  me 
this  innocent  virgin-life  that  has  scarcely  yet 
begun  to  bloom  !  .  .  speak  but  the  word  and 
she  is  saved ! .  and  her  timely  rescue  shall 
add  lustre  to  the  record  of  thy  noblest 
deeds  !  " 

His  matchless  voice,  full  of  passionate  pul- 
sations, exercised  for  a  moment  a  resistless 
influence  and  magnetic  charm.  The  King's 
lowering  brows  relaxed, — and  a  gleam  of 
pity  passed  like  light  across  his  countenance. 
Instinctively  he  extended  his  hand  to  raise 
Sah-luma  from  his  humble  attitude,  as  though 
even  in  his  wrath,  he    were    conscious    of  the 
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immense  Intellectual  superiority  of  a  great 
Poet  to  ever  so  great  a  King  ; — and  a  thrill 
of  involuntary  compassion  seemed  at  the  same 
time  to  run  sympathetically  through  the  vast 
congregation.  Theos  drew  a  quick  breath  of 
relief,  and  glanced  at  Niphrata,  .  .  .  how  cold 
and  unconcerned  was  her  demeanour  !  .' .  Did 
she  not  hear  Sah-luma's  pleading  in  her 
behalf?  ...  No  matter  ! — she  would  be  saved, 
he  thought,  and  all  would  yet  be  well ! 

And  truly  it  now  appeared  as  if  mercy,  and 
not  cruelty,  were  to  be  the  order  of  the  hour,  .  . 
for  just  then  the  Priest  Zel,  after  having  ex- 
changed a  few  inaudible  words  with  Lysia, 
advanced  again  to  the  front  of  the  Shrine  and 
spoke  in  distinct  tones  of  forced  gentleness  and 
bland  forbearance  : 

"  Hear  me,  O  King,  Princes  and  People  !  .  . 
Whereas  it  hath  unhappily  occurred,  to  the 
wonder  and  sorrow  of  many,  that  the  holy 
vSpouse  of  the  divine  Nagaya  is  delayed  in  her 
desired  departure,  by  the  unforeseen  opposition, 
and  unedifying  contumacy  of  Sah-luma,  Poet- 
Laureate  of  this  realm  ; — and  lest  it  may  be 
perchance  imagined  by  the  uninitiated,  that  the 
maiden  is  in  any  way  unwilling  to  fulfil  her 
glorious  destiny,  the  High  and  Immaculate 
Priestess  of  the  Shrine  doth  bid  me  here  pro- 
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nounce  a  respite  ; — a  brief  interval  wherein,  if 
the  King  and  the  People  be  willing,  he  who  is 
named  Sah-luma  shall,  by  virtue  of  his  high 
renown,  be  permitted  to  address  the  Virgin- 
victim  and  ascertain  her  own  wishes  from  her  own 
lips.  Injustice  cannot  dwell  within  this  Sacred 
Temple, — and  if  on  trial,  the  maiden  chooses 
the  transitory  joys  of  Earth  in  preference  to 
the  everlasting  joys  of  the  Palaces  of  the  Sun, 
then  in  Nagaya's  name  shall  she  go  free  ! — 
inasmuch  as  the  god  loves  not  a  reluctant 
bride,  and  better  no  Sacrifice  at  all,  than  one 
that  is  grudgingly  consummated  !  " 

He  ceased, — and  Sah-luma  sprang  erect, 
his  eyes  sparkling,  his  whole  demeanour  that 
of  a  man  unexpectedly  disburdened  from  some 
crushing  grief. 

"  Thanks  be  unto  the  benevolent  destinies  !  " 
he  exclaimed,  flashing  a  quick  glance  of  grati- 
tude towards  Lysia,  .  .  the  statuesque  Lysia, 
on  whose  delicately  curved  lips  the  faintly 
derisive  smile  still  lingered  ....  "  And  in 
return  for  the  life  of  my  Niphrata  I  will  give 
a  thousand  jewels  rare  beyond  all  price  to  deck 
Nagaya's  tabernacle  ! — and  I  will  pour  libations 
to  the  Sun  for  twenty  days  and  nights,  in 
token  of  my  heart's  requital  for  mercy  well 
bestowed ! " 
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Stooping  he  kissed  the  King's  hand, — where- 
upon, at  a  sign  from  Zel,  one  of  the  priests 
attired  in  scarlet,  unfastened  Niphrata's  bound 
hands,  and  led  her  as  one  leads  a  blind  child, 
straight  up  to  where  Sah-luma  and  Theos 
stood,  close  beside  the  King,  who,  together 
with  many  others,  stared  curiously  upon  her. 
How  fixed  and  feverishly  brilliant  were  her 
large  dark-blue  eyes !  .  .  how  set  were  the 
sensitive  lines  of  her  mouth  ! — how  indifferent 
she  seemed,  how  totally  unaware  of  the 
Laureate's  presence !  The  priest  who  brought 
her,  retired  into  the  background,  and  she  re- 
mained where  he  left  her,  quite  mute  and 
motionless.  O  how  every  nerve  in  Theos's 
body  throbbed  with  inexpressible  agony  as  he 
beheld  her  thus  !  The  wildest  remorse 
possessed  him,  .  .  it  was  as  though  he  looked 
on  the  dim  picture  of  a  ruin  which  he  himself 
had  recklessly  wrought,  .  .  and  he  could  have 
groaned  aloud  in  the  horrible  vagueness  of  his 
incomprehensible  despair  !  Sah-luma  caught 
the  girl's  hand,  and  peered  into  her  white 
still  face. 

"  Niphrata!  .  .  Niphrata!"  he  said  in  a  tre- 
mulous half  whisper,  ''  I  am  here, — Sah-luma  ! . . 
Dost  thou  not  know  me  ? " 

She  sighed,  .  .  a  long  shivering  sigh, — and 
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smiled,  .  .  what  a  strange,  wistful,  dying  smile 
it  was !  .  .  but  she  made  no  answer. 

''  Niphrata  !  " — continued  the  Laureate  pas- 
sionately pressing  the  little  cold  fingers  that 
lay  so  passively  in  his  grasp  .  .  "  Look  at  me  !  .  . 
I  have  come  to  save  thee !  ,  .  to  take  thee  home 
again,  .  .  home  to  thy  flowers,  thy  birds,  thy 
harp,  .  .  thy  pretty  chamber  with  its  curtained 
nook,  where  thy  friend  Zoralin  waits  and  weeps 
all  day  for  thee  !  .  .  .  .  O  ye  gods ! — how  weak 
am  I  ! "  .  .  and  he  fiercely  dashed  away  the 
drops  that  glistened  on  his  black  silky  lashes,  .  .  . 
''Come  with  me,  sweet  one!  .  .  he  resumed 
tenderly — "  Come  ! — Why  art  thou  thus  silent  ? 
.  .  thou  whose  voice  hath  many  a  time  out- 
rivalled  the  music  of  the  nightingales!  Hast 
thou  no  word  for  me,  thy  lord  ? — Come !  "  .  . 
and  Theos  struggling  to  repress  his  own  rising 
tears,  heard  his  friend's  accents  sink  into  a 
still  lower,  more  caressing  cadence  .  .  .  ''  Thou 
shalt  never  again  have  cause  for  grief,  my 
Niphrata,  never ! .  .  We  will  never  part !  .  .  . 
Listen  !  .  .  am  I  not  he  whom  thou 
lovest  ?  " 

The  poor  child's  set  mouth  trembled, — 
her  beautiful  sad  eyes  gazed  at  him  uncom- 
prehendingly. 

"  He  whom  I  love  is  not  here  ! "  .  .  she  said 
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in  tired  soft  tones  ''  I  left  him,  but  he  fol- 
lowed me  ;  and  now,  he  waits  for  me  .  .  . 
yonder!.".  And  she  turned  resolutely  towards 
the  Sanctuary,  as  though  compelled  to  do  so  by 
some  powerful  mesmeric  attraction,  ..."  See 
you  not  how  fair  he  is  ! "  .  .  .  and  she  pointed 
with  her  disengaged  hand,  to  the  formidable 
python,  through  whose  huge  coils  ran  the  tremors 
of  impatient  and  eager  breathing,  .  .  ''How  ten- 
derly his  eyes  behold  me !  .  .  those  eyes  that  I 
have  worshipped  so  patiently,  so  faithfully,  and 
yet  that  never  lightened  into  love  for  me  till 
now  !  O  thou  more  than  beloved  !  — -  How 
beautiful  thou  art,  my  adored  one,  my  heart's 
Idol ! "  and  a  look  of  pale  exaltation  lightened 
her  features,  as  she  fixed  her  wistful  gaze,  like 
a  fascinated  bird,  on  the  shadowy  recess 
whence  the  Serpent  had  emerged — "  There, — 
there  thou  dost  rest  on  a  couch  of  fadeless 
roses ! — how  softly  the  moonlight  enfolds  thee 
with  a  radiance  as  of  outspread  wings ! — I 
hear  thy  voice  charming  the  silence !  .  .  .  thou 
dost  call  me  by  my  name, .  .  O  once  poor  name 
made  rich  by  thy  sweet  utterance !  Yes, 
my  beloved,  I  am  ready !  .  .  I  come !  I  shall 
die  In  thy  embraces,  .  .  nay,  I  shall  not  die  but 
sleep !  .  .  and  dream  a  dream  of  love  that  shall 
last  for  ever  and  ever  !     No  more  sorrow  .  .  no 
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more  tears,  .  .  no  more  heart-sick  long- 
ings   " 

Here  she  stopped  In  her  Incoherent  speech, 
and  strove  to  release  her  hand  from  Sah-luma's, 
her  blue  eyes  filling  with  Infinite  anxiety  and 
distress. 

"  I  pray  thee,  good  stranger,"  she  entreated 
with  touching  mildness, — *'  whosoever  thou  art, 
delay  me  not,  but  let  me  go  !  .  .  I  am  but  a  poor 
love-sorrowful  maid  on  whom  Love  hath  at  last 
taken  pity  ! — be  gentle  therefore,  and  hinder  me 
not  on  my  way  to  Sah-luma.  I  have  waited  for 
happiness  so  long  !  .  .  so  long ! " 

Her  young  plaintive  voice  quavered  into  a 
half  sob, — and  again  she  endeavoured  to  break 
away  from  the  Laureate's  hold.  But  he,  over- 
come by  the  excess  of  his  own  grief  and  agita- 
tion, seized  her  other  hand,  and  drew  her  close 
up  to  him. 

"  NIphrata,  NIphrata!"  he  cried  despair- 
ingly, "  What  evil  hath  befallen  thee  ? 
Where  Is  thy  sight .  .  thy  memory  ? .  .  Loo/c  / .  . 
Look  straight  in  these  eyes  of  mine,  and  read 
there  my  truth  and  tenderness  ! .  .  /  am  Sah- 
luma,  thine  own  Sah-luma  ! .  .  thy  poet,  thy  lover, 
thy  master,  thy  slave, .  .  all  that  thou  wouldst 
have  me  be,  I  am  !  Whither  wouldst  thou 
wander  In  search  of  me  ?     Thou  hast  no  further 
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to  go,  dear  heart,  than  these  arms,  .  .  thou  art 
safe  with  me,  my  singing-bird,  .  .  come ! .  .  Let 
me  lead  thee  hence,  and  home  !  " 

She  watched  him  while  he  spoke,  with  a 
strange  expression  of  distrust  and  uneasiness. 
Then  by  a  violent  effort,  she  wrenched  her 
hands  from  his  clasp,  and  stood  aloof,  waving 
him  back  with  an  eloquent  gesture  of  amazed 
reproach. 

'*  Away !  "  she  said,  in  firm  accents  of  sweet 
severity, — '*  Thou  art  a  demon  that  dost  seek  to 
tempt  my  soul  to  ruin  !  Thou  Sah-luma  !  ".  .  and 
she  lifted  her  lily-crowned  head  with  a  move- 
ment of  proud  rejection  .  .  "  Nay  ! .  thou  mayst 
wear  his  look,  his  smile,  .  .  .  thou  mayst  even 
borrow  the  clear  heaven-lustre  of  his  eyes, — 
but  I  tell  thee  thou  art  fiend,  not  angel,  and 
I  will  not  follow  thee  into  the  tangled  ways 
of  sin  !  O  thou  knowest  not  the  meaning  of 
true  love,  thou  ! . .  .  There  is  treachery  on  thy 
lips,  and  thy  tongue  Is  trained  to  utter  honeyed 
falsehood  !  Methlnks  thou  hast  wantonly  broken 
many  a  faithful  heart ! — and  made  light  jest  of 
many  a  betrayed  virgin's  sorrow  !  And  thou 
darest  to  call  thyself  viy  Poet,  .  .  .  my  Sah-luma, 
in  whom  there  is  no  guile,  and  who  would  die  a 
thousand  deaths  rather  than  wound  the  frailest 
soul  that  trusted  him  !  .  .  Depart  from  me,  thou 

lo 


THE  SACRIFICE. 

hypocrite  in  Poet's  guise  ! .  .  thou  cruel  phantom 
of  my  love  ! .  .  Back  to  that  darkness  where  thou 
dost  belong,  and  trouble  not  my  peace  ! " 

Sah-luma  recoiled  from  her,  amazed  and 
stupefied.  Theos  clenched  his  hands  together 
in  a  sort  of  physical  effort  to  keep  down  the 
storm  of  emotions  working  within  him, — for 
Niphrata's  words  burnt  into  his  brain  like  fire,  .  . 
too  well,  too  well  he  understood  their  full  in- 
tensity of  meaning  !  She  loved  the  ideal  Sah- 
luma,  .  .  the  Sah-luma  of  her  own  pure  fancies 
and  desires, .  .  not  the  7^eal  man  as  he  was,  with 
all  his  haughty  egotism,  vainglory  and  vice, — 
vice  in  which  he  took  more  pride  than  shame. 
Perhaps  she  had  never  known  him  in  his  actual 
character, — she,  like  other  women  of  her  lofty 
and  ardent  type,  had  no  doubt,  set  up  the  hero 
of  her  life  as  a  god  in  the  shrine  of  her  own 
holy  and  enthusiastic  imagination,  and  had  there 
endowed  him  with  resplendent  virtues,  which  he 
had  never  once  deemed  it  worth  his  while  to 
practise.  O  the  loving  hearts  of  women  ! — 
How  much  men  have  to  answer  for,  when  they 
voluntarily  break  these  clear  mirrors  of  affec- 
tion, wherein  they,  all  unworthy,  have  been  for 
a  time  reflected  angel-wise,  with  all  the  warmth 
and  colour  of  an  innocently  adoring  passion 
shining  about  them  like  the  prismatic  rays  in  a 
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vase  of  polished  crystal !  To  Niphrata,  Sah- 
luma  remained  as  a  sort  of  splendid  divinity, 
for  whom  no  devotion  was  too  vast,  too  high  or 
too  complete,  .  .  better,  O  surely  far  better  that 
she  should  die  in  her  beautiful  self-deception, 
than  live  to  see  her  elected  idol  descend  to  his 
true  level,  and  openly  display  all  the  weaknesses 
of  his  volatile,  flippant,  godless,  sensual,  yet 
alas  !  most  fascinating  and  genius-gifted  nature, 
.  .  a  nature,  which,  overflowing  as  it  was,  with 
potentialities  of  noble  deeds,  yet  lacked  suffi- 
cient intrinsic  faith  and  force  to  accomplish 
them !  This  thought  stung  Theos  like  a  sharp 
arrow-prick,  and  filled  him  with  a  strange,  in- 
describable penitence  ;  and  he  stood  in  dumb 
misery,  remorsefully  eyeing  his  friend's  con- 
sternation, disappointment  and  pained  bewilder- 
ment, without  being  able  to  offer  him  the 
slightest  consolation. 

Sah-luma  was  indeed  the  very  picture  of 
dismay,  .  .  if  he  had  never  suffered  in  his  life 
before,  surely  he  suffered  now  !  Niphrata, 
the  tender,  the  humbly-adoring  Niphrata  posi- 
tively rejected  him  ! — refused  to  recognize  his 
actual  presence,  and  turned  insanely  away  from 
him  towards  some  dream-ideal  Sah-luma  whom 
she  fancied  could  only  be  found  in  that  un- 
explored country  bordered  by  the  cold  river  of 
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Death !  Meanwhile,  the  silence  in  the  Temple 
was  intense, — the  priests  were  like  so  many  wax 
figures  fastened  in  fixed  positions  ; — the  King, 
leaning  slightly  forward  in  his  chair  had  the 
appearance  of  a  massively  moulded  image  of 
bronze, — and  to  Theos's  over-wrought  condition 
of  mind,  the  only  actually  living  things  present, 
seemed  to  be  the  monster  Serpent  whose  scaly 
folds  palpitated  visibly  in  the  strong  light,  .  .  and 
the  hideous  "  Eye  of  Raphon,"  that  blazed  on 
Lysia's  breast  with  a  menacing  stare,  as  of  a 
wrathful  ghoul.  All  at  once  a  flash  of  compre- 
hension lightened  the  Laureate's  sternly  per- 
plexed face, — a  bitter  laugh  broke  from  his  lips. 
''  She  has  been  drugged ! "  he  cried  fiercely, 
pointing  to  Niphrata's  white  and  rigid  form, . . 
"  Poisoned  by  some  deadly  potion  devised  of 
devils,  to  twist  and  torture  the  quivering 
centres  of  the  brain  !  Accursed  work  ! — Will 
none  undo  it  ? "  and  springing  forward  nearer 
the  Shrine,  he  raised  his  angry  impassioned 
eyes  to  the  dark  inscrutable  ones  of  the  High 
Priestess,  who  met  his  troubled  look  with  serene 
and  Irresponsive  gravity.  .  .  *'  Is  there  no  touch 
of  human  pity  in  things  divine  ? ...  no  mercy 
In  the  icy  fate  that  rules  our  destinies  ? .  .  This 
child  knows  naught  of  what  she  does,  .  .  she 
hath  been  led   astray  In  a  moment  of   exclte- 
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ment  and  religious  exaltation,  .  .  her  mind  hath 
lost  its  balance, — her  thoughts  float  discon- 
nectedly on  a  sea  of  vague  illusions,  .  .  .  Ah  ! . 
by  the  gods !  .  I  understand  it  all  now ! " 
and  he  suddenly  threw  himself  on  his  knees, 
his  appealing  gaze  resting,  not  on  the  Snake- 
Deity,  but  on  the  lovely  countenance  of  Lysia, 
fair  and  brilliant  as  a  summer-morn,  with  a 
certain  wavering  light  of  triumph  about  it,  like 
the  reflected  radiance  of  sunbeams,  .  .  .  *'  She  is 
under  the  influence  of  Raphon ! .  .  O  withering 
madness  ! .  O  cureless  misery  ! .  .  She  is  ruled 
by  that  most  horrible  secret  force,  unknown  as 
yet  to  the  outer  world  of  men  !  .  .  and  she  hears 
things  that  are  not,  and  sees  what  has  no 
existence  !  O  Lysia,  Daughter  of  the  Sun  ! . . 
I  do  beseech  thee,  by  all  the  inborn  gentle- 
ness .of  womanhood,  unwind  the  Mystic 
Spell ! " 

A  serious  smile  of  feigned,  sorrowful  com- 
passion parted  the  beautiful  lips  of  the 
Priestess; — but  she  gave  no  word  or  sign  in 
answer, — and  the  weird  Jewel  on  her  breast 
at  that  moment  shot  forth  a  myriad  scintil- 
lations as  of  pointed  sharp  steel.  Some 
extraordinary  power  in  it  or  in  Lysia  herself, 
was  manifestly  at  work, — for  with  a  violent 
start  Sah-luma  rose  from  his  knees,  and  stag- 
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gered  helplessly  backward,  .  .  one  hand  pressed 
to  his  eyes  as  though  to  shut  out  some  blinding 
blaze  of  lightning!  He  seemed  to  be  vaguely 
groping  his  way  to  his  former  place  beside  the 
King,  and  Theos  seeing  this,  quickly  caught 
him  by  the  arm  and  drew  him  thither,  whisper- 
ing anxiously  the  while.  . 

''  Sah-luma !  —  Sah-luma  !  .  .  .  What  ails 
thee  ?  " 

The  Laureate  turned  upon  him  a  bewildered, 
piteous  face, .  white  with  an  intensity  of  speech- 
less anguish. 

''  Nothing  !  "...  he  faltered,— *'  Nothing  ! .  . 
'tis  over, .  .  the  child  must  die !"....  Then  all 
suddenly,  the  hard  drawn  lines  of  his  counten- 
ance relaxed, — great  tears  gathered  in  his  eyes, 
and  fell  slowly  one  by  one,  .  .  and  moving  aside, 
he  shrank  away  as  far  as  possible  into  the 
shadow  cast  by  a  huge  column  close  by  .  .  "  O 
Niphrata!  .  .  Niphrata!"  .  .  Theos  heard  him 
say  In  a  voice  broken  by  despair .  .  ''Why  do 
1  love  thee  only  now,  .  .  now,  when  thou  art 
lost  to  me  for  ever !  " 

The  King  looked  after  him  hah  compas- 
sionately, half  sullenly  ; — but  presently  paid 
no  further  heed  to  his  distress.  Theos  how- 
ever, kept  near  him,  whispering  whatever 
poor  suggestions  of  comfort  he  could,  in  the 
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extremity  of  his  own  grief,  devise,  .  .  a  hopeless 
task, — for  to  all  his  offered  solace  Sah-luma 
made  but  the  one  reply, 

'*  Oh  let  me  weep  ! .  .  Let  me  weep  for  the 
untimely  death  of  Innocence  !  " 

And  now  the  cithern-playing  which  had 
ceased,  commenced  again,  accompanied  by  the 
mysterious  thrilling  bass  notes  of  the  invisible 
organ-like  instrument,  whose  sound  resembled 
the  roll  and  rush  of  huge  billows  breaking  into 
foam.  As  the  rich  and  solemn  strains  swept 
grandly  through  the  spacious  Temple,  Niphrata 
stretched  out  her  hands  towards  the  High 
Priestess,  a  smile  of  wonderful  beauty  lighting 
up  her  fair  child-face. 

"  Take  me,  O  ye  immortal  gods  ! "  she 
cried,  her  voice  ringing  in  clear  tune  above  all 
the  other  music  ,  .  "  Take  me,  and  bear  me  away 
on  your  strong  swift  wings  to  the  Everlasting 
Palaces  of  Air,  wherein  all  sorrows  have  end, 
and  patient  love  meets  at  last  its  long-delayed 
reward !  Take  me  .  .  for  lo !  I  am  ready  to 
depart  !  My  soul  is  wounded,  and  weary  of  its 
prison, — it  struggles  to  be  free !  O  Destiny. 
I  thank  thee  for  thy  mercy  !  .  .  I  praise  thee 
for  the  glory  thou  dost  here  unveil  before  mine 
eyes !  Pardon  my  sins  !  .  .  accept  my  life  !  .  .  . 
sanctify  my  love  !  " 
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A  murmur  of  relief  and  rejoicing  ran 
rippling  through  the  listening  crowds, — a  weight 
seemed  lifted  from  their  minds,  .  .  the  victim 
was  willing  to  die  after  all !  .  .  .  the  Sacrifice 
would  be  proceeded  with.  There  was  a 
slight  pause, — during  which  the  priests  crossed 
and  re-crossed  the  Sanctuary  many  times, 
one  of  them  descending  the  steps  to  tie 
Niphrata's  hands  behind  her  back  as  before. 
In  the  immediate  interest  of  the  moment, 
Sah-luma  and  his  hot  interference  seemed  to 
be  almost  forgotten,  .  .  a  few  people  indeed, 
cast  injured  and  indignant  looks  towards  the 
corner  where  he  dejectedly  leaned,  and  once 
the  wrinkled  malicious  head  of  old  Zabastes 
peered  at  him,  with  an  expression  of  incredulous 
amazement, — but  otherwise  no  sympathy  was 
manifested  by  any  one  for  the  popular  Laureate's 
suffering  and  discomfiture.  He  was  the  nation's 
puppet,  .  .  its  tame  bird,  whose  business  was  to 
sing  when  bidden,  .  .  but  he  was  not  expected 
to  have  any  voice  in  matters  of  religion  or 
policy, — and  still  less,  was  he  supposed  to 
intrude  any  of  his  own  personal  griefs  on  the 
public  notice.  Let  him  sing  ! — and  sing  well, — 
that  was  enough  ; — but  let  him  dare  to  be 
afflicted,  and  annoy  others  with  his  wants  and 
troubles,  why  then,  he  at  once  became  unlnter- 
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estlncr !  .  .  he  might  even  die  for  all  anybody 
car^d  !  This  was  the  unspoken  sullen  thought 
that  Theos,  sensitive  to  the  core  on  his  friend's 
behalf,  instinctively  felt  to  be  smouldering  in 
the  heart  of  the  mighty  multitude, — and  he 
resented  the  half  Implied,  latent  ungratefulness 
of  the  people  with  all  his  soul. 

"  Fools  !  "  .  .  he  muttered  under  his  breath, — 
"  For  you,  and  such  as  you,  the  wisest  sages 
toil  In  vain  ! , .  .  .  on  you  Art  wastes  her  treasures 
of  suggestive  loveliness  !  ,  .  .  .  low  grovellers 
in  earth,  ye  have  no  eyes  for  heaven !  O 
ignorant,  ungenerous,  fickle  hypocrites,  whose 
ruling  passion  Is  the  greed  of  gold ! — Why 
should  great  men  perish,  that  ye  may  live !  .  . 
And  yet  .  .  your  acclamations  make  up  the 
thine  called  Fame  !  Fame  ?  .  .  Good  God  ! — 'tis 
a  brief  shout  In  the  universal  clamour,  scarce 
heard  and  soon  forgotten  !  " 

And  filled  with  strange  bitterness,  he  gazed 
disconsolately  at  Niphrata,  who  stood  like  one 
in  a  trance  of  ecstasy,  patiently  awaiting  her 
doom,  her  lovely  Innocent  blue  eyes  gladly  up- 
turned to  the  long,  jewel-like  head  of  Nagaya, 
which,  twined  round  the  summit  of  the  ebony 
staff,  seemed  to  peer  down  at  her  in  a  sort  of 
drowsy  reflectiveness.  Then,  all  suddenly, 
Lysia  spoke,  .  .  how    enchanting    was    the    ex- 
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quisite  modulation  of  that  slow  languid  silvery 
voice ! 

"  Come  hither  0  Maidert  fair,  pure,  and  faithful ! 

The  desire  of  thy  soul  is  granted  I 
Before  thee  are  the  Gates  of  the  Unknown  World ! 

Already  they  open  to  ad?nit  thee  ; 
Through  their  golden  bars  gleams  the  glory  of  thy 
future  I 

Speak  I  .  .   What  seest  thou  ?  " 

A  moment  of  breathless  silence  ensued, — all 
present  seemed  to  be  straining  their  ears  to 
catch  the  victim's  answer.  It  came, — soft  and 
clear  as  a  bell, — 

''  I  see  a  wondrous  land,  o'er-cahopied  with 
skies  of  gold  and  azure :  .  .  white  flowers  grow 
in  the  fragrant  fields,  . .  there  are  many  trees, . .  . 
I  hear  the  warbling  of  many  birds  ;  .  .  .  I  see 
fair  faces  that  smile  upon  me  and  gentle  hands 
that  beckon !  .  .  .  Figures  that  wear  glistening 
robes,  and  carry  garlands  of  roses  and  myrtle, 
pass  slowly,  singing  as  they  go !  .  .  How 
beautiful  they  are  1  How  strange  !  .  .  how 
sweet !  " 

And  as  she  uttered  these  words,  in  accents 
of  dreamy  delight,  she  ascended  the  first  step  of 
the  Shrine.  Theos  looking,  held  his  breath  in 
wonder  and  fear,  while   Sah-luma  with  a  groan, 

19  47-2 


ARDATH. 

turned   himself  resolutely    away,    and,  pressing 
his  forehead  against  the  great  column  where  he 
stood,   hid  his  eyes  in  his  clasped  hands. 
The  High  Priestess  continued  : 

'*  Come  hither  O  Maiden  of  cJiaste  aiid patient  life  ! 
Rejoice  greatly  for  thy  virtue  hath  pleased  the  gods  : — 
The  undiscovered  marveh  of  the  Stars  are  thine, 
Earth  has  no  more  control  over  tJiee : 
Heaven  is  thine  absolute  Heritage  / . . . 
Behold !  the  Ship  of  the  Sun  awaits  thee  I 
Speak  I . ,  What  seest  thou  ?  " 

A  soft  cry  of  rapture  came  from  the  girl's 
lips. 

"O  I  see  glory  everywhere!"  ..  she  ex- 
claimed .  .  ''  Light  everywhere  ! .  .  Peace  every- 
where !  .  .  .  O  joy,  joy  !  .  .  The  face  of  my 
beloved  shines  upon  me, — he  calls,  .  .  he  bids 
me  come  to  him  ! .  .  Ah !  we  shall  be  together  at 
last,  .  .  we  twain  shall  be  as  one,  never  to  part, 
never  to  doubt,  never  to  suffer  more  !  O  let 
me  hasten  to  him  ! . .  Why  should  I  linger  thus, 
when  I  would  fain  be  gone  !  " 

And  she  sprang  eagerly  up  the  second  and 
third  steps  of  the  Sanctuary,  and  faced  Lysia, — 
her  head  thrown  back,  her  blue  eyes  ablaze 
with  excitement,  her  bosom  heaving,  and  her 
delicate  features  transfiorured  and  illumined  by 
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unspeakable  inward  delirious  bliss.  Just  then 
the  Priest  Zel  lifted  the  long,  jewel-hilted  knife 
from  the  black  cushion  where  it  had  lain  till 
now,  and  crouching  stealthily  in  the  shadow 
behind  Lysia,  held  it  in  both  hands,  pointed 
straight  forward  in  a  level  line  with  Niphrata's 
breast.  Thus  armed,  he  waited,  silent  and 
immovable. 

A  slight  shudder  of  morbid  expectancy 
seemed  to  quiver  through  the  vast  congrega- 
tion, .  .  but  Theos's  nerves  were  strung  up  to 
such  a  pitch  of  frenzied  horror,  that  he  could 
neither  speak  nor  sigh, — motionless  as  a  statue, 
he  could  only  watch,  with  freezing  blood,  each 
detail  of  the  extraordinary  scene.  Once  more 
the  High  Priestess  spoke  : 

**  Come    hither    O    happy    Maiden    whose  griefs    are 

ended : 
The  day  of  thy  triumph  and  rezvard  has  dazvned  ! 
For  thee  the  Immortals  unveil  the  mysteries  of  being, — 
To  thee,  they  openly  declare  all  secrets  .... 
To    thee    the    hidden    things    of    Wisdom    are   made 

manifest : 
For  the  last  time  ere  thou  leaves t  us,  hear,  and  answer, .  . 
Speak  I —  What  seest  tJiou  ?'' 

''LOVE!"  replied    Niphrata    in   a  tone    of 
thrilling  and  solemn  tenderness  .  .  "  LOVE,  the 
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Eternal  All,  In  which  dark  things  are  made 
light ! — Love,  that  Is  never  served  In  vain  !  . . 
LOVE  wherein  lost  happiness  Is  re-dlscovered 
and  perfected! ..  .O  DIVINE  LOVE,  by  whom 
the  passion  of  my  heart  Is  sanctified  !  Absorb 
me  in  the  quenchless  glory  of  thine  Immor- 
tality ! .  . .  Draw  me  to  Thyself,  and  let  me 
find  in  Thee  my  Soul's  completion ! " 

Her  voice  sank  to  a  low  prayerful  emphasis, .  . 
her  look  was  as  of  a  rapt  angel  waiting  for 
wings.  Lysla's  gaze  dwelt  upon  her  with 
slow-dilating  wonder  and  contempt  . .  such  a 
devout  and  earnest  supplication  was  evidently 
not  commonly  heard  from  the  lips  of  Nagaya's 
victims.  At  that  instant  too,  Nagaya  himself 
seemed  curiously  excited  and  disturbed, — his 
great,  glittering  coils  quivered  so  violently,  as 
to  shake  the  rod  on  which  he  was  twined,  . . 
and  when  his  Priestess  raised  her  mesmeric 
reproving  eyes  towards  him,  he  bent  back  his 
head  rebelllously,  and  sent  a  vehement  hiss 
through  the  silence,  like  the  noise  made  by  the 
whirl  of  a  scimitar. 

Suddenly,  and  with  deafening  abruptness,  a 
clap  of  thunder,  short  and  sharp  as  a  quick 
volley  of  musketry,  crashed  overhead,  . . .  ac- 
companied by  a  strange  circular  sweep  of 
lightning  that  blazed  through  the  windows  of  the 
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Temple,  illumining  it  from  end  to  end  with  a 
brilliant  blue  glare.  The  superstitious  crowds 
exchanged  startled  looks  of  terror,  .  .  the  King 
moved  uneasily  and  glanced  frowningly  about 
him, — it  was  plainly  manifest  that  no  one  had 
forgotten  the  disastrous  downfall  of  the  Obe- 
lisk, .  .  and  there  seemed  to  be  a  contagion  of 
alarm  in  the  very  air.  But  Lysia  was  perfectly 
self-possessed,  .  .  in  fact  she  appeared  to  accept 
the  threat  of  a  storm  as  an  imposing,  and  by  no 
means  undesirable  adjunct  to  the  mysteries  of 
the  Sacrificial  Rite,  for  riveting  her  basilisk 
eyes  on  Niphrata,  she  said  in  firm  clear,  decisive 
accents  : 

"  The  gods  grow  impatient !  .  .  Wherefore  O 
Princes  and  People  of  Al-Kyris,  let  us  hasten 
to  appease  their  anger !  Depart  O  stainless 
Maid  !  . .  depart  hence,  and  betake  thee  to  the 
Golden  Throne  of  the  Sun,  our  Lord  and 
Ruler, .  .  and  in  the  Name  of  Nagaya,  may  the 
shedding  of  thy  virginal  blood  avert  from  us 
and  ours,  the  wrath  of  the  Immortals  !  Linger 
no  longer,  .  .  Nagaya  accepts  thee !  .  .  and  the 
Hour  strikes  Death  !  " 

With  the  last  word,  a  sullen  bell  boomed 
heavily  through  and  through  the  Temple . .  and, 
at  once,  .  .  like  a  frenzied  bird  or  butterfly 
winging    its    way    into    scorching    ^ame,   .  . 
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Niphrata  rushed  forward  with  swift,  unhesitat- 
ing, dreadful  precision  straight  on  the  knife 
outheld  by  the  untrembHng  ruthless  hands  of 
the    Priest    Zel !     One    second, — and    Theos, 

sick  with  horror,  saw  her  speeding  thus, 

the  next, — and  the  whole  place  was  enveloped 
in  dense  darkness ! 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE  CUP  OF  WRATH  AND  TREMBLING. 

A  FLASH  of  time,  ....  an  Instant  of  black, 
horrid  eclipse,  too  brief  for  the  utterance  of  even 
a  word  or  cry,  ....  and  then, — with  an  appal- 
ling roar,  as  of  the  splitting  of  huge  rocks  and 
the  tearing  asunder  of  mighty  mountains,  the 
murky  gloom  was  lifted,  rent,  devoured,  and 
swept  away  on  all  sides  by  a  sudden  bursting- 

forth  of  Fire ! Fire    leaped  up    alive   in 

twenty  different  parts  of  the  building,  spring- 
ing aloft  in  spiral  coils  from  the  marble  pave- 
ment that  yawned  crashingly  open  to  give  the 
impetuous  flames  their  rapid  egress,  .  .  .  fire 
climbed  lithely  round  and  round  the  immense 
carven  columns,  and  ran,  nimbly  dancing  and 
crackling  its  way  among  the  painted  and  be- 
gemmed decorations  of  the  dome,  .  .  .  fire  en- 
wrapped   the    side    altars,    and    shrivelled   the 
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jewelled  Idols  at  a  breath,  . .  .  fire  unfastened  and 
shook  down  the  swinglng-lamps,  the  garlands, 
the  splendid  draperies  of  silk  and  cloth-of-gold 
.  .  .  .  fire — fire  everywhere  !  .  .  and  the  madly 
affrighted  multitude,  stunned  by  the  abrupt 
shock  of  terror,  stood  for  a  second  paralyzed 
and  inert,  .  .  .  then,  with  one  desperate  yell  of 
wild  brute  fear  and  ferocity,  they  rushed  head- 
long In  a  struggHng,  shrieking,  cursing, 
sweltering  swarm  towards  the  great  closed 
portals  of  the  central  aisle.  As  they  did  so, 
a  tremendous  weight  of  thunder  seemed  to 
descend  solidly  on  the  roof  with  a  thudding 
burst  as  though  a  thousand  walls  had  been 
battered  down  at  one  blow,  .  .  .  the  whole 
edifice  rocked  and  trembled  in  the  terrific 
reverberation,  .  .  and  almost  simultaneously, 
the  doors  were  violently  jerked  open,  wrenched 
from  their  hinges,  and  hurled,  all  burning  and 
split  with  flame,  against  the  forward-fighting 
crowds  !  Several  hundreds  fell  under  the  fiery 
mass,  a  charred  heap  of  corpses, — the  raging 
remainder  pressed  on  in  frenzied  haste,  clamber- 
ing over  piles  of  burning  dead, — trampling  on 
scorched  disfigured  faces  that  perhaps  but  a 
moment  since  had  been  dear  to  them, — each 
and  all  bent  on  forcing  a  way  out  to  the  open 
air.      In  the  midst  of  the  overwhelming  awful- 
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ness  of  the  scene,  Theos  still  retained  sufficient 
presence  of  mind  to  remember,  that  whatever 
happened,  his  first  care  must  be  for  Sah-luma, 
.  .  .  always  for  Sah-luma,  no  matter  who  else 
perished  !  .  .  .  and  he  now  held  that  beloved 
comrade  closely  clasped  by  the  arm,  while  he 
eagerly  glanced  about  him  on  every  side  for 
some  outlet  through  which  to  make  a  good  and 
swift  escape. 

The  most  Immediate  place  of  safety  seemed 
to  be  the  Inner  Sanctuary  of  Nagaya,  ...  it 
was  untouched  by  the  flames,  and  its  Titanic 
pillars  of  brass  and  bronze  suggested  in  their 
very  massiveness,  a  nearly  impregnable  harbour 
of  refuge.  The  King  had  fled  thither,  and 
now  stood,  like  a  statue  of  undaunted  gloomy 
amazement,  beside  Lysia,  who  on  her  part 
appeared  literally  frozen  with  terror.  Her 
large  startled  eyes,  roving  here  and  there  in 
helpless  anxiety,  alone  gave  any  animation  to 
the  deathly  rigid  whiteness  of  her  face,  and  she 
still  mechanically  supported  the  Sacred  Ebony 
Staff,  without  apparently  being  aware  of  the 
fact,  that  the  Snake  Deity,  convulsed  through 
all  his  coils  with  fright,  had  begun  to  make 
therefrom  his  rapid  descenL  The  priests,  the 
virgins, — the  poor  unhappy  little  singing  child- 
ren,— flocked  hurriedly  together,  and  darted  to 
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the  back  of  the  great  Shrine,  In  the  manifest 
intention  of  reaching  some  private  way  of 
egress  known  only  to  themselves, — but  their 
attempts  were  evidently  frustrated,  for  no 
sooner  had  they  gone  than  they  sped  back 
again,  their  faces  scorched  and  blackened,  and 
uttering  cries  and  woeful  lamentations,  they 
flung  themselves  wildly  among  the  struggling 
crowds  in  the  main  body  of  the  Temple,  and 
fought  for  life  In  the  jaws  of  death,  every  one 
for  Self,  and  no  one  for  another !  Volumes  of 
smoke  rolled  up  from  the  ground,  In  thick 
and  suffocating  clouds,  accompanied  by  Inces- 
sant sharp  reports  like  the  close  firing  of  guns, 
.  .  jets  of  flame  and  showers  of  cinders  broke 
forth  fountain-like,  scattering  hot  destruction  on 
every  hand,  .  .  while  a  few  flying  sparks 
caught  the  end  of  the  '  Silver  Veil ' — and 
withered  it  Into  nothingness  with  one  bright 
resolute  flare  ! 

Half  maddened  by  the  shrieks  and  dying 
groans  that  resounded  everywhere  about  him, 
and  yet  all  the  time  feeling  as  though  he  were 
some  spectator  set  apart,  and  condemned  to 
watch  the  progress  of  a  ghastly  phantasmagoria 
In  Hell,  Theos  was  just  revolving  In  his  mind 
whether  It  would,  or  would  not  be  possible  to 
make  a  determined  climb  for  escape  through  one 
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of  the  tall  painted  windows,  some  of  which 
were  not  yet  reached  by  the  fire,  when  with  a 
sudden  passionate  exclamation,  Sah-luma  broke 
from  his  hold  and  rushed  to  the  Sanctuary. 
Quick  as  lightning,  Theos  followed  him,  .  .  . 
followed  him  close,  as  he  sprang  up  the  steps 
and  confronted  Lysia  with  eager  outstretched 
arms.  The  dead  NIphrata  lay  near  him,  .  . 
fair  as  a  sculptured  saint,  with  the  cruel  wound 
of  sacrifice  in  her  breast, — but  he  seemed 
not  to  see  that  piteous  corpse  of  Faithfulness  ! 
His  grief  for  her  death  had  been  a  mere 
transient  emotion,  .  .  his  stronger  earthly  pas- 
sions re-asserted  their  tempestuous  sway, — and 
for  sweet  things  perished  and  gone  to  heaven 
he  had  no  further  care.  On  Lysia,  and  on 
Lysla's  living  beauty  alone,  his  eyes  flamed 
their  ardent  glory. 

"  Come  ! .  .  Come  !  "  he  cried  .  .  ''  Come,  my 
love — my  life  ! .  .  Let  me  save  thee  ! .  .  Or  if  I 
cannot  save  thee,  let  us  die  together  ! " 

Scarcely  had  the  words  left  his  lips,  when  the 
King,  with  a  swift  forward  movement  like  the 
pounce  of  some  desert-panther,  turned  fiercely 
upon  him, . .  amazement,  jealousy,  distrust,  re- 
venge, all  gathering  stormily  in  the  black  frown 
of  his  bent  vmdictlve  brows.  His  great  chest 
heaved  pantingly — his  teeth  glittered  wolfishly 
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through  his  jetty  beard, .  .  and  In  the  terrible 
nerve-tension  of  the  moment,  the  fury  of  the 
spreading  conflagration  was  forgotten,  at  any 
rate,  by  Theos,  who,  stricken  numb  and  rigid  by 
a  shock  of  alarm  too  poignant  for  expression, 
stared  aghast  at  the  three  figures  before  him  .... 
Sahlilma,  Lysia,  Zephoranim, .  .  especially  Ze- 
phoranim,  whose  bursting  wrath  threatened  to 
choke  his  utterance. 

"  What  sayest  thou,  Sah-liima?  "  he  demanded 
in  a  sort  of  ferocious  gasping  whisper ..."  Re- 
peat thy  words  ! .  .  .  Repeat  them  !  "  .  .  and  his 
hand  clutched  at  his  dagger-hilt,  while  his  rest- 
less, lowering  glance  flashed  from  Lysia  to  the 
^aureate  and  from  the  Laureate  back  to  Lysia 
again  . .  "  Death  encompasses  us, .  .  this  is  no 
time  for  trifling  ! .  .  Speak  !  "  . .  and  his  voice 
suddenly  rose  to  a  frantic  shout  of  rage, 
**  Speak  !     What  is  this  woman  to  thee  ?  " 

"  Everything  !  "  .  .  returned  Sah-luma  with 
prompt  and  passionate  fearlessness,  his  glorious 
eyes  blazing  a  proud  defiance  as  he  spoke  .  . 
"Everything  that  woman  can  be,  or  ever  shall  be, 
unto  man  !  Call  her  by  whatsoever  name  a  fool- 
ish creed  enjoins, . .  Virgin-Daughter  of  the  Sun, 
or  High- Priestess  of  Nagaya, — she  is  neverthe- 
less }nine  ! — and  mine  only  !   I  am  her  lover  !  " 

"THOU  !  "  and  with  a  hoarse  cry,  Zephora- 
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nim  sprang  upon,  and  seized  him  by  the  throat .  . 
"  Thou  Hest  !  I, — I  crowned  King  of  Al-Kyrls,/ 
am  her  lover  ! — chosen  by  her  out  of  all  men  ! , . 
and  dost  thou  dare  to  pretend  that  she  hath 
preferred  thee,  a  mere  singer  of  mad  songs,  to 
Trie  ? .  .  Thou  unscrupulous  knave  ! .  .  I  tell  thee 
she  is  mme  ! . .  Dost  hear  me  ? — Mine  . .  mine  .  . 
mine  !  "  and  he  shrieked  the  last  word  out  In  a 
perfect  hurricane  of  passion, — "  My  Queen  ! .  . 
my  mistress  ! — heart  of  my  heart ! — soul  of  my 
soul ! . .  Let  the  city  burn  to  ashes,  and  the 
whole  land  be  utterly  consumed,  In  death  as  In 
life  Lysia  is  mine  ! .  .  and  the  gods  themselves 
shall  never  part  her  from  me  !  " 

And  suddenly  releasing  his  grasp,  he  hurled 
Sah-luma  away  as  he  might  have  hurled  aside 
a  toy  figure, — and  a  peal  of  reckless  musical 
laughter  echoed  mockingly  through  the  vaulted 
shrine.  It  was  Lysla's  laughter  ! .  .  and  Theos's 
blood  grew  cold  as  he  heard  Its  cruel,  silvery 
ring....  even  so  had  she  laughed  when  Nlr- 
jalis  died ! 

Sah-luma  reeled  backward   from  the  Kinor's 

o 

thrust,  but  did  not  fall  ; — white  and  trembling, 
with  his  sad  and  splendid  features  frozen  as  it 
were  into  a  sculptured  mask  of  agonized  beauty, 
he  turned  upon  the  treacherous  woman  he 
loved,  the  silent  challenge  of  his  eloquent  eyes. 
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Oh,  that  look  of  piteous  pain  and  wonder  !  a 
whole  life-time's  wasted  opportunities  seemed 
concentrated  in  its  unspeakable  reproach !  She 
met  it  with  a  sort  of  triumphant,  tranquil  in- 
difference, .  .  an  uncontrollable  wicked  smile 
curved  the  corners  of  her  red  lips, .  .  the  sacred 
Ebony  Staff  had  somehow  slipped  from  her 
hands,  and  it  now  lay  on  the  ground,  the  half 
uncoiled  Serpent  still  clinging  to  it,  in  glittering 
lengths  that  appeared  to  be  quite  motionless. 

''  Ah,  Lysia,  hast  thou  played  me  false  !  "  . . 
cried  the  unhappy  Laureate  at  last,  as  with  a 
quick  impulsive  movement,  he  caught  her  round 
jewelled  arm  in  a  resolute  grip . .  "  After  all  thy 
vows,  thy  endearments,  thy  embraces,  hast  thou 
betrayed  me  ?  Speak  truly  ! .  .  Art  thou  not  all 
in  all  to  me  ? .  .  hast  thou  not  given  thyself,  body 
and  soul,  into  my  keeping  ?  To  this  braggart 
King  I  deign  no  answer — one  word  of  thine 
will  suffice  ! . .  Be  brave  . .  be  faithful ! .  .  Declare 
thy  love  for  me,  even  as  thou  hast  oft  declared 
it  a  thousand  remembered  times !  " 

Over  the  face  of  the  beautiful  Priestess  swept 
a  strange  expression  of  mingled  fear,  anta- 
gonism, loathing,  and  exultation.  Her  eyes 
wandered  to  the  red-tongued  leaping  flames 
that  tossed  in  eddying  rings  round  the  Temple, 
running  every  second  nearer  to  the  place  where 
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she  stood,  and  In  that  one  glance  she  seemed  to 
recognize  the  hopelessness  of  rescue  and  cer- 
tainty of  death.  A  careless  haughty  acceptance 
of  her  fate  manifested  itself  in  the  pallid  resolve 
of  her  drawn  features,  .  .  but  as  she  allowed  her 
gaze  to  return  and  dwell  on  Sah-luma,  the  old 
malicious  mirth  flushed  and  gave  lustre  to  her 
loveliness,  and  she  laughed  again  ...  a  laugh  of 
uttermost  bitter  scorn. 

*'  Declare  my  love  for  thee  ! "  she  said  in 
thrilling  accents..  ''Thou  boaster!  Let  the 
gods,  who  have  kindled  this  fiery  end  for  us, 
bear  witness  to  my  hatred  !  I  hate  thee !  .  . 
Aye,  even  thee  /  "  .  .  and  she  pointed  at  him 
jeeringly,  as  he  recoiled  from  her  in  wide-eyed 
anguish  and  amazement  : — "  No  man  have  I 
ever  loved,  but  thee  have  I  hated  most  of  all ! 
All  men  have  I  despised  for  their  folly,  greed 
and  vain-glory, — I  have  fought  them  with  their 
own  weapons  of  avarice,  cunning,  cruelty  and 
falsehood, — but  thou  hast  been  even  beneath 
my  contempt !  'Twas  scarcely  worth  my  while 
to  fool  thee,  thou  wert  so  easily  fooled  !  .  . 
'Twas  idle  sport  to  rouse  thy  passions,  they 
were  so  easily  roused  !  Poet  and  Perjurer,  .  . 
Singer  and  Sophist !  Thou  to  whom  the 
Genius  of  Poesy  was  as  a  pearl  set  in  a  swine's 
snout ! .  thou  wert  not  worthy  to  be  my  dupe, 
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seeing  that  thou  earnest  to  me  already  In  bonds, 
the  dupe  of  thine  own  Self!  Niphrata  loved 
thee, — and  thou  didst  play  with  and  torture  her 
more  unmercifully  than  wild  beasts  play  with 
and  torture  their  prey  ; .  .  but  thou  couldst  never 
trifle  with  vie  !  O  thou  who  hast  taken  such 
pride  in  the  breaking  of  many  women's  hearts, 
learn  that  thou  hast  never  stirred  one  throb  of 
passion  in  mine ! .  .  that  I  have  loathed  thy 
beauty  while  caressing  thee,  and  longed  to  slay 
thee  while  embracing  thee !  .  and  that  even  now 
I  would  I  saw  thee  dead  before  me,  ere  I  myself 
am  forced  to  die  ! " 

Pausing  in  the  swift  torrent  of  her  words, 
her  white  breast  heaved  violently  with  the  rise 
and  fall  of  her  panting  breath, — her  dark  bril- 
liant eyes  dilated,  while  the  symbolic  Jewel  she 
wore,  and  the  crown  of  serpents'  heads  in  her 
streaming  hair,  seemed  to  glitter  about  her  like 
so  many  points  of  lightning.  At  that  instant 
one  side  of  the  Sanctuary  split  asunder,  giving 
way  to  a  bursting  wreath  of  flames.  Seeing 
this,  she  uttered  a  piercing  cry,  and  stretched 
out  her  arms,  .  . 

*'  Zephoranim  ! .  .  Save  me  !  " 

In  a  second,  the  King  sprang  towards  her, — 
but  not  before  Sah-luma,  wild  with  wrath,  had 
interposed  himself  between  them. 
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"  Back ! "  he  exclaimed  passionately,  ad- 
dressing the  infuriated  monarch  .  .  "  While  I 
live,  Lysia  is  mine ! — let  her  hate  and  deny  me 
as  she  will ! — and  sooner  than  see  her  in  thine 
arms  O  King,  I  will  slay  her  where  she 
stands !  " 

His  bold  attitude  was  magnificent, — his 
countenance  more  than  beautiful  in  its  love- 
betrayed  despair,  .  .  and  for  a  moment  the 
savage  Zephoranim  paused  irresolute,  his 
scowling  brows  bent  on  his  erstwhile  favourite 
Minstrel  with  an  expression  that  hovered 
curiously  between  bitterest  enmity  and  reluc- 
tant reverence.  There  seemed  to  be  a  strug- 
gling consciousness  in  his  mind,  of  the  immor- 
tality of  a  Poet  as  compared  with  the  evanescent 
power  of  a  King, — and  also  a  quick  realization 
of  the  truth,  that  let  his  anger  be  what  it  would, 
they  twain  were  partakers  in  the  same  evil, 
and  were  mutually  deceived  by  the  same  false 
woman  !  But  ere  his  saving  sense  of  justice 
could  prevail,  a  ripple  of  discordant  delirious 
laughter  broke  once  more  from  Lysia's  lips, — 
her  eyes  shone  vindictively, — her  whole  face 
became  animated  with  a  sudden  glow  of  fiendish 
triumph. 

'*  Zephoranim  ! "  she  cried,  **  Hero  ! .  .  War- 
rior !  .  .   King !  .  .  Thou    who    hast    risked    thy 
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crown  and  throne  and  life  for  my  sake  and  the 
love  of  me ! .  .  Wilt  lose  me  now  ?  .  .  Wilt  let 
me  perish  in  these  raging  flames,  to  satisfy  this 
wanton  liar  and  unbeliever  in  the  gods,  to 
whose  disturbance  of  the  Holy  Ritual  we  surely 
owe  this  present  fiery  disaster !  Save  me,  O 
strong  and  noble  Zephoranim ! .  .  Save  me,  and 
with  me,  save  the  city  and  the  people !  Kill 
Sah-ltlma  !  " 

O  barbarous,  inexorable  words  ! — they  rang 
like  a  desolating  knell  in  the  ears  of  the  bewil- 
dered, fear-stricken  Theos,  and  startled  him 
from  his  rigid  trance  of  speechless  misery. 
Uttering  an  inarticulate  dull  groan,  he  made  a 
violent  effort  to  rush  forward — to  serve  as  a 
living  shield  of  defence  to  his  adored  friend,  .  .  . 
to  ward  off  the  imminent  blow !  Too  late ! 
too  late  !  .  .  Zephoranim's  dagger  glittered  in 
air,  and  rapidly  descended  .  .  .  One  gasping 
cry  ! .  .  and  Sah-luma  lay  prone, — beautiful  as  a 
slain  Adonis,  .  .  the  rich  red  blood  pouring  from 
his  heart,  and  a  faint  stern  smile  frozen  on  the 
proud  lips  whose  dulcet  singing-speech  was  now 
struck  dumb  for  ever  !  With  a  shriek  of  agony, 
Theos  threw  himself  beside  his  murdered  com- 
rade, .  .  heedless  of  King,  Priestess,  flames, 
and  all  the  outbreaking  fury  of  earth  and 
heaven,   he  bent  above    that    motionless   form, 
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and    gazed    yearningly  into  the  fair    colourless 
face. 

''  Sah-luma  ! Sah-luma  !  " 

No  sign ! .  .  No  tremulous  stir  of  breath  ! 
Dead — dead, — dead  in  his  prime  of  years — 
dead  in  the  zenith  of  his  glory  ! , — all  the  delicate 
dreaming  genius  turned  to  dust  and  ashes  !  .  . 
all  the  ardent  light  of  inspiration  quenched  in 
the  never-lifting  darkness  of  the  grave !  .  . 
and  in  the  first  delirious  paroxysm  of  his  grief 
Theos  felt  as  though  life,  time  and  the  world 
were  ended  for  him  also,  with  this  one  sud- 
denly-destroyed existence  ! 

*'  O  thou  mad  King  ! "  he  cried  fiercely, 
"  Thou  hast  slain  the  chief  wonder  of  thy  realm 
and  reign  !  Die  now  when  thou  wilt,  thou  shalt 
only  be  remembered  as  the  murderer  of  Sah- 
luma  !  .  .  .  Sah-luma,  whose  name  shall  live 
when   thine  is  covered  in  shameful  oblivion !  " 

Zephoranim  frowned, — and  threw  the  blood- 
stained dagger   from  him. 

''Peace,  clamorous  fool  !  "  he  said,  "Sah-luma 
hath  gone  but  a  moment  before  me,  .  .  as  Poet 
he  hath  received  precedence  even  in  death  ! 
When  the  last  hour  comes  for  all  of  us,  it  matters 
not  how  we  die,  .  .  and  whether  I  am  hereafter 
remembered  or  forgotten  I  care  not  !  I  have 
lived  as  a  man  should  live, — fearing  nothing  and 
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conquered  by  none, — except  perchance  by  Love, 
that  hath  brought  many  kings  ere  now  to  un- 
timely ruin  !  "  Here  his  moody  eyes  h'ghted 
on  Lysia.  ''  How  many  lovers  hast  thou  had, 
fair  soul  ? "  .  .  he  demanded  in  a  stern  yet 
tremulous  voice  ..."  A  thousand  ?  .  .  I  would 
swear  this  dead  Minstrel  of  mine  was  one, — for 
though  I  slew  him  at  thy  bidding  I  saw  the 
truth  in  his  dying  eyes  !  .  .  .  No  matter  ! — We 
shall  meet  in  Hades, — and  there  we  shall  have 
ample  time  to  urge  our  rival  claims  upon  thy 
favour  !  Ah  !  "  .  .  and  he  suddenly  laid  his  two 
strong  hands  on  her  white  uncovered  shoulders, 
and  gazed  at  her  reproachfully  as  she  shrank  a 
little  beneath  his  close  scrutiny,  .  .  "  Thou 
divine  Traitress  !  Have  I  not  challenged  the 
very  heavens  for  thy  sake  ?  .  .  and  lo  !  the 
prophecy  is  fulfilled  and  Al-Kyris  must  fall  ! 
How  many  men  would  have  loved  thee  as  I 
have  loved  ?  .  .  None !  not  even  this  dead  Sah- 
luma,  slain  like  a  dog  to  give  thee  pleasure ! 
Come  !  .  .  Let  me  kiss  thee  once  again  ere  death 
makes  cold  our  lips  !  False  or  true,  thou  art 
nevertheless  fair  ! — and  the  wrathful  gods  know 
best  how   I  worship  thy  fairness  !  " 

And  folding  his  arms  about  her,  he  kissed  her 
passionately.  She  clung  to  him  like  a  lithe 
serpentine   thing, — her  eyes  ablaze,  her  mouth 
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quivering  with  suppressed  hysterical  laughter. 
Pointing  to  Sah-luma's  body,  she  said  in  a 
strange  excited   whisper, 

"  Nay,  hast  thou  slain  him  in  very  truth, 
Zephoranim  ?  .  .  slain  him  utterly  ?  For  I  have 
heard  that  poets  cannot  die, — they  live  when 
the  whole  world  deems  them  dead, — they  rise 
from  their  shut  graves  and  re-invest   the   earth 

with  all  the  secrets  of  past    time, Oh  ! 

my  brain  reels  !  .  .  I  talk  mere  madness  !  ,  .  . 
there  is  no  afterwards  of  death  ! — No  no  ! 
No  gods,  no  anything  but  blankne^s  .  .  forget- 
fulness  .  .  and  silence  !  .  for  us,  and  for  all 
men  !  .  .  .  How  good  it  is  ! — how  excellently 
devised  a  jest  !  .  .  that  the  whole  wide  Universe 
should  be  but  a  cheat  of  time  ! ,  .  .  a  bubble 
blown  into  Space,  to  float,  break  and  perish, — 
all  for  the  idle  sport  of  some  unknown,  and 
shapeless   Devil- M  ystery  !  " 

Shuddering,  half  laughing,  half  weeping,  she 
clasped  her  hands  round  the  monarch's  throat, 
and  hid  her  wild  eyes  in  his  breast,  while  he, 
unnerved  by  her  distraction  and  his  own  inward 
torture,  glared  about  him  on  all  sides  for  some 
glimmering  chance  of  rescue,  but  could  see  none. 
The  flames  were  now  attacking  the  Shrine  on 
every  side  like  a  besieging  army, — their  leaping 
darts   of  blue  and   crimson  gleaming   here  and 
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there  with  Indescribable  velocity,  .  .  and  still 
Theos  knelt  by  Sah-luma's  corpse  in  dry-eyed 
despair,  endeavouring  with  feverish  zeal  to  stanch 
the  oozing  blood  with  a  strip  torn  from  his  own 
garments,  and  listening  anxiously  for  the  feeblest 
heart-throb,  or  smaller  pulsation  of  smouldering 
life  in  the  senseless  stiffening  clay. 

All  at  once  a  hideous  scream  assailed  his 
ears, — another,  and  yet  another  rang  above 
the  crackling  roar  of  the  gradually-conquering 
fire,  .  .  and    half    lifting    Sah-luma's    body    in 

his  arms,  he  looked  up O  horror,  horror  ! 

his  nerves  contracted, — his  blood  seemed  to 
turn  to  ice  in  his  veins,  .  his  head  swam 
giddily,  .  .  and  he  thought  the  moment  of  his 
own  death  had  come,  for  surely  no  man  could 
behold  the  sight  he  saw  and  yet  continue  to 
live  on  !  Lysia  the  captor  was  made  captive  at 
last  !  .  .  bound,  helpless,  imprisoned  and  hope- 
lessly doomed,  .  .  Nagaya  had  claimed  his 
own  !  The  huge  Snake,  terrified  beyond  all 
control  at  the  bursting  breadth  of  fire  environing 
the  shrine,  had  turned  in  its  brute  fear,  to  the 
mistress  it  had  for  years  been  accustomed  to 
obey,  and  had  now,  with  one  stealthy  noiseless 
spring,  twisted  its  uppermost  coil  close  about 
her  waist,  where  its  restless  head,  alarmed  eyes 
and  darting    fangs   all    glistened    together  like 
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a  blazino-  cluster  of  o^ems !  The  more  she 
struggled  to  release  herself  from  its  deathful 
embrace,  the  tighter  its  body  contracted  and 
the  more  maddened  with  fright  it  became. 
Shriek  upon  shriek  broke  from  her  lips  and 
pierced  the  suffocating  air,  .  .  while  with  all  his 
great  muscular  force  Zephoranim  the  King 
strove  in  desperate  agony  to  tear  her  from  the 
awful  clutch  of  the  monster  he  had  but  lately 
knelt  to  as  divine  !  In  vain,  .  .  in  vain !  .  .  the 
strongest  efforts  were  useless,  .  .  .  the  cruel, 
beautiful,  pitiless  Priestess  of  Nagaya  was 
condemned  to  suffer  the  same  frightful  death 
she  had  so  often  mercilessly  decreed  for  others  ! 
Closer  and  closer  grew  the  fearful  Python's 
constricting  clasp,  .  .  nearer  and  nearer  swept 
the  dancing  battalion  of  destroying  flames  !  .  .  . 
For  one  fleeting  breath  of  time  Theos  stared 
aghast  at  the  horrid  scene,  .  .  .  then  making  a 
superhuman  effort  he  raised  Sah-luma's  corpse 
entirely  from  the  ground  and  staggered  with 
his  burden  away,  .  .  .  away  from  the  burning 
Shrine,  .  .  the  funeral  pyre,  as  it  vaguely 
seemed  to  him,  of  a  wasted  Love  and  a  dead 
passion  ! 


Whither    should    he    go  .'^  .  .  Down    into    the 
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blazing  area  of  the  fast-perlshlng  Temple  ? 
Surely  no  safety  could  be  found  there,  where 
the  fire  was  raging  at  its  utmost  height !  .  .  yet 
he  went  on  mechanically,  as  though  urged 
forward  by  some  force  superior  to  his  own,  .  .  . 
always  clinging  to  the  idea  that  his  friend  still 
lived,  and  that  if  he  could  only  reach  some 
place  of  temporary  shelter,  he  might  yet  be 
able  to  restore  him.  It  was  possible  the  wound 
was  not  fatal,  ...  far  more  possible  to  his  mind 
than  that  so  gloriously-famed  a  Poet  should 
be  dead  ! 

So  he  dimly  thought,  while  he  stumbled 
dizzily  along,  .  his  forehead  wet  with  clammy 
dews,  .  his  limbs  trembling  under  the  weight  he 
bore,  .  .  his  eyes  half  blinded  by  the  hot  flying 
sparks  and  drifting  smoke,  .  and  his  soul  shaken 
and  appalled  by  the  ghastly  sights  that  met  his 
view  wheresoever  he  turned.  Crushed  and 
writhing  bodies  of  men,  women  and  children, 
half  living,  half  dead,  .  .  heaps  of  corpses,  fast 
blazinor  to  ashes, — broken  and  falllnof  columns,.  . 
yawning  gaps  in  the  ground,  from  which  were 
cast  forth  volleys  of  red  cinders  and  streams  of 
lava,  ...  all  these  multitudinous  horrors  sur- 
rounded him,  as  with  uncertain  faltering  steps 
he  moved  on  like  a  sick  man  walking  in  sleep, 
carrying  his  precious  burden  !     He  knew  nothing 
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of  where  he  was  bound, — he  saw  no  outlet 
anywhere — no  corner  wherein  the  Fire-fiend 
had  not  set  up  devouring  dominion,  .  .  but 
nevertheless  he  steadily  continued  his  difficult 
progress,  clasping  Sah-luma's  corpse  with  a 
strange  tenacity,  and  concentrating  all  his 
attention  on  protecting  it  from  the  withering 
touch  of  the  ravenous  flames.  All  at  once, — as 
he  strove  to  force  his  way  over  a  fallen  altar 
from  which  the  hideous  presiding  stone  idol 
had  toppled  headlong,  killing  in  its  descent 
some  twenty  or  thirty  people  whose  bodies  lay 
crushed  beneath  it, — a  face  horribly  disfigured 
and  tortured  into  a  mere  burnt  sketch  of  its 
former  likeness,  twisted  itself  up  and  peered  at 
him, — the  face  of  Zabastes  the  Critic.  His 
protruding  eyes  glistened  with  something  of 
their  old  malign  expression  as  he  perceived 
whose  helpless  form  it  was,  that  w^as  being 
carried  by. 

*'  What ! .  .  is  the  famous  Sah-luma  orone  ?  " 
he  gasped,  his  words  half  choking  him  in  their 
utterance  as  he  stretched  out  a  skinny  hand  and 
caught  at  Theos's  garments  ..."  Good  youth, 
stay  !  .  .  Stay  ! .  .  Why  burden  thyself  with  a 
corpse  when  thou  mightst  rescue  a  living  man  ? 
Save  nie  !  .  .  Save  me  /  .  .  I  was  the  Poet's 
adverse  Critic,  and  who  but  I  should  write  his 
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Eulogy  now  that  he  is  no  more !  .  .  Pity  !  .  . 
Pity,  most  courteous  gentle  sir !  .  .  Save  me 
if  only  for  the  sake  of  Sah-luma's  future 
honour !  Thou  knowest  not  how  warmly, 
how  generously,  how  nobly,  I  can  praise 
the    Dead!" 

Theos  gazed  down  upon  him  in  unspeakable 
melancholy  scorn,  .  .  .  was  it  only  through 
time-serving  creatures  such  as  this  miserable 
Zabastes,  that  the  after-glory  of  perished  poets 
was  proclaimed  to  the  world  ?  .  .  .  What  then 
was  the  actual  worth  of  Fame 

Shuddering,  he  wrenched  himself  away,  and 
passed  on  silently,  heedless  of  the  savage 
curses  the  despairing  scribe  yelled  after  him  as 
he  went,  and  he  involuntarily  pressed  the  dear 
corpse  of  his  beloved  friend  closer  to  his  heart, 
as  though  he  thought  he  could  re-animate  it  by 
this  mute  expression  of  tenderness  !  Mean- 
while the  fire  raged  continuously, — the  Temple 
was  fast  becoming  a  pillared  mass  of  flames,  . 
and  presently, — choked  and  giddy  with  the 
sulphureous  vapours, — he  stopped  abruptly, 
struggling  for  breath.  His  time  had  come  at 
last,  he  thought,  .  .  he  with  Sah-luma,  must 
die! 

Just  then  a  loud  muttering  and  rolling  of 
thunder   swept    in     eddying  vibrations    round 
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him,  followed  by  a  sharp   splitting  noise,  .... 
raising  his  aching  eyes,  he  saw  straight  before 
him,     a     yawning    gloomy    archway,    like    the 
solemn   portal   of  a    funeral   vault  .  .  dark,   yet 
with  a  white  glimmer  of  steps  leading  outward, 
and  a  dim  sparkle  as  of  stars   in  heaven.     A 
rush    of     new    vigour    inspired     him    at    this 
sight,  and  he  resumed  his  way,  stumbling  over 
countless  corpses  strewn  among  fallen    blocks 
of  marble, — and  every   now  and  then   looking 
back  in   awful  fascination,  to  the  fiery  furnace 
of  the  body  of  the  Temple,   where  of  all  the 
vast  numbers  that  had   lately  crowded  it  from 
end  to   end,  there  were  only  a  hundred  or   so 
remaining  alive, — and  these  were  fast  perishing 
in  frightful  agony.     The  Shrine  of  Nagaya  was 
enveloped  in  thick  black    smoke,  crossed  here 
there  by  flashes   of  flame, — the  bare  outline  of 
its  Titanic  architecture  was  scarcely  discernible  ! 
Yet  the  thought  of  the  dreadful  end  of  Lysia, 
the  loveliest  woman  he  had  ever  seen,  moved 
him    now    to    no    emotion    whatever — save  .  . 
gladness !       Some    deadly    evil    seemed    burnt 
out  of  his  life,  .  .  .  moreover  her  command  had 
slain    Sah-luma !  .  .  .  Enough !  .  .  no  fate,  how- 
ever horrible,  could  be  more  so  than  she  in  her 
wanton  wickedness    deserved  !  .  .  .   But     alas  ! 
her    beauty  !  ...  He    dared    not    think    of   its 
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subtle  slumbrous  charm  !  .  .  and  stung  to  a  new 
sense  of  desperation,  he  plunged  recklessly 
towards  the  dusky  aperture  he  had  seen,  which 
appeared  to  enlarge  itself  mysteriously  as  he 
approached,  like  the  opening  gateway  of  some 
magic  cavern. 

Suddenly  a  faint  groan  at  his  feet  startled 
him, — and  looking  down  hastily,  he  perceived 
an  unfortunate  man  lying  half-crushed  under 
the  ponderous  fragment  of  a  split  column, 
which  had  fallen  across  his  body  in  such  man- 
ner, that  any  attempt  to  extricate  him  would 
have  been  worse  than  useless.  By  the  bright 
light  of  the  leaping  flames,  Theos  had  no 
difficulty  in  recognizing  the  pallid  countenance 
of  his  late  acquaintance,  the  learned  Professor 
of  Positivism,  Mira-Khabur,  who  was  evidently 
very  near  his  woeful  and  most  positive  end  ! 
Struck  by  an  impulse  of  compassion  he  paused, 
.  .  yet  what  could  he  say  ?  .  .  In  such  a  case, 
where  rescue  was  impossible,  all  comfort  seemed 
mockery, — and  while  he  stood  silent  and  irreso- 
lute, he  fancied  the  Professor  smiled  !  It  was 
a  very  ghastly  smile, — nevertheless  it  had  in 
it  a  curious  touch  of  bland  and  scrupulous 
enquiry. 

*'  Is  not  this  ...  a  very  .  .  remarkable  occur- 
rence ? "  .  .  .  asked   a  voice    so   feeble  and  far- 
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away  that  it  was  difficult  to  believe  it  came 
from  the  lips  of  the  suffering  sage, — "  Of 
course  ...  it  arises  from a  volcanic  erup- 
tion!  .  .  .  and  the  .  .  mystery  of  the  red 
river  .  .  is  .  .  solved  !  "  Here  an  irrepressible 
moan  of  anguish  broke  through  his  heroic 
effort  at  equanimity  ; — "  It  is  not  a  pheno- 
menon !  .  .  "  and  a  gleam  of  obstinate  self- 
assertion  lit  up  his  poor  glazing  eyes,  "  No- 
thing is  phenomenal  !  .  .  .  only  I  am  not  able  .  .  . 
to  explain  .....  I  have  no  time  ....  no  time 
.  .  to  analyse  .  .  my  very  .  .  singular  ,  ,  , 
sensations  ! " 

A  rush  of  blood  choked  his  utterance — his 
throat  rattled,  ...  he  was  dead  !  . . .  and  the 
dreary  speculative  smile  froze  on  his  mouth 
in  the  likeness  of  a  solemn  sneer.  At  that 
moment,  a  terrific  swirling,  surging  noise,  like 
the  furious  boiling  of  an  underground  whirlpool, 
rumbled  heavily  through  the  air,  .  . .  and  lo ! 
with  a  sudden  swift  shock  that  sent  Theos 
reeling  forward  and  almost  falling,  under  the 
burdensome  weight  he  carried,  the  earth 
opened,  . .  disclosing  a  huge  pit  of  black  no- 
thingness,— an  enormous  chasm, — into  which, 
with  an  appalling  clamour  as  of  a  hundred 
incessant  peals  of  thunder,  the  whole  main  area 
of  the  Temple,  together  with  its  mass  of  dead 
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and  dying  human  beings,  sank  In  less  than 
five  seconds  !  —  the  ground  closing  instan- 
taneously over  its  prey  with  a  sullen  roar,  as 
though  It  were  some  gigantic  beast  devouring 
food  too  long  denied.  And  instead  of  the 
vanished  fane  arose  a  mighty  Pillar  of  Fire ! .  . 
a  vast  Increasing  volume  of  scarlet  and  gold 
flame  that  spread  outward  and  upward, — higher 
and  higher,  in  tapering  lines  and  dome-like 
curves  of  living  light,  . . .  while  Theos,  being 
hurled  along  reslstlessly  by  the  force  of  the 
convulsion,  had  reached,  though  he  knew  not 
how,  the  dark  and  quiet  cell-like  portal  with 
its  out-leading  steps,  .  .  the  only  visible  last 
hope  and  chance  of  safety,  .  .  and  he  now  leaned 
against  its  cold  stone  arch,  trembling  In  every 
limb,  clasping  the  dead  Sah-luma  close,  and 
looking  back  In  affrighted  awe  at  the  tossing 
vortex  of  fury  from  which  he  had  miraculously 
escaped.  And,  —  as  he  looked, — a  host  of 
spectral  faces  seemed  to  rise  whitely  out  of 
the  flames  and  wonder  at  him  !  . .  faces  that 
were  solemn,  wistful,  warning,  and  beseeching  by 
turns!.  . .  they  drifted  through  the  fire  and  smiled, 
and  wept,  and  vanished,  to  re-appear  again 
and  yet  again  !  .  .  and  as,  with  painfully  beat- 
ing heart,  he  strove  to  combat  the  terror  that 
seized  him  at  this  strange  spectacular  delusion, 
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all  suddenly  the  heavy  wreaths  of  smoke  that 
had  till  now  hung  over  the  Inner  Shrine  of 
Nagaya,  parted  like  drapery  drawn  aside  from 
a  picture . .  and  for  a  brief  breathing-space  of 
direst  agony  he  saw  Lysia  once  more, — Lysia, 
in  a  torture  as  horrible  as  any  ever  depicted  in 
a  bigot's  idea  of  his  enemy's  Hell !  Round  and 
round  her  writhing  form  the  sacred  Serpent  was 
twined  in  all  his  many  coils, — with  both  hands 
she  had  grasped  the  creature's  throat  in  her 
frenzy,  striving  to  thrust  back  its  quivering 
fangs  from  her  breast,  whereon  the  evil  "  Eye 
of  Raphon "  still  gleamed  distinctly  with  its 
adamantine  chilly  stare,  . .  at  her  feet  lay  the 
body  of  the  King  her  lover,  dead  and 
wrapped  in  a  ring  of  flames  !  .  Alone. .  all,  all 
alone,  she  confronted  Death  in  its  most  ap- 
palling shape  . .  her  countenance  was  distorted, 
yet  beautiful  still  with  the  beauty  of  a  maddened 
Medusa, .  .  white  and  glittering  as  a  fair  ghost 
invoked  from  some  deadly  gulf  of  pain,  she 
stood,  a  phantom-figure  of  mingled  loveliness 
and  horror,  circled  on  every  side  by  fire  ! 

With  wild,  straining  eyes  Theos  gazed  upon 
her  thus,  . . .  for  the  last  time !  .  . .  For  with  a 
crash  that  seemed  to  rend  the  very  heavens, 
the  great  bronze  columns  surrounding  her, 
which  had   up  to   the   present,  resisted  the  re- 
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peated  onslaughts  of  the  flames,  bent  together 
all  at  once  and  fell  in  a  melting  ruin .  .  and  the 
victorious  fire  roared  loudly  above  them,  en- 
veloping the  whole  Shrine  anew  in  dense  clouds 
of  smoke  and  jets  of  flame ; — Lysia  had 
perished !  All  that  proud  loveliness,  that 
dazzling  supremacy,  that  superb  voluptuousness, 
that  triumphant  dominion,  .  .  swept  away  into  a 
heap  of  undiscoverable  ashes  !  And  Zephor- 
anim's  haughty  spirit  too  had  fled, — fled,  stained 
with  guilt  and  most  unroyal  dishonour,  all  for 
the  sake  of  one  woman's  fairness — the  fairness 
of  body  only — the  brilliant  mask  of  flesh  that 
too  often  hides  the  hideousness  of  a  devil's 
nature  ! 

For  one  moment  Theos  remained  stupefied 
by  the  sheer  horror  of  the  catastrophe, — then, 
recalling  his  bewildered  wits  to  his  aid,  he 
peered  anxiously  through  the  archway  where  he 
rested,  .  .  there  seemed  to  be  a  dim  red  glow  at 
the  end  of  the  downward-leading  steps,  as  well 
as  a  dusky  azure  tint,  like  a  patch  of  midnight 
sky.  The  Temple  was  now  nothing  but  a 
hissing,  shrieking  pyramid  of  flame, — the  hot 
and  blinding  glare  was  almost  too  intense  for 
his  eyes  to  endure, — yet  so  fascinated  was  he 
by  the  sublime  terror  and  grandeur  of  the 
spectacle,  that   he  could  scarcely  make   up   his 
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mind  to  turn  away  from  it !  The  thought  of 
Sah-luma  however,  gave  the  needful  spur  to  his 
flagging  energies,  and  without  pausing  to  con- 
sider where  he  might  be  going,  he  slowly  and 
hesitatingly  descended  the  steps  before  him, 
and  presently  reached  a  sort  of  small  open 
court  paved  with  black  marble.  Here  he 
tenderly  laid  his  burden  down, — a  burden 
grown  weightier  with  each  moment  of  its 
bearing,  —  and  letting  his  aching  arms  drop 
listlessly  at  his  sides,  he  looked  up  dreamily, — 
not  all  at  once  comprehending  the  cause  of  the 
vast  lurid  light  that  crimsoned  the  air  like  a 
wide  aurora  borealis  everywhere  about  him,  .  .  . 
then, — as  the  truth  suddenly  flashed  on  his 
mind,  he  uttered  a  loud  irrepressible  cry 
of  amazement  and  awe  ! 

Far  as  his  gaze  could  see, — east,  west,  north, 
south,  the  whole  city  of  Al-Kyris  was  in  flames! — 
and  the  burning  Temple  of  Nagaya  was  but  a 
mere  spark  in  the  enormous  breadth  of  the 
general  conflagration  !  Palaces,  domes,  towers 
and  spires  were  tottering  to  red  destruction,  .  . 
fire  . .  .  fire  everywhere  !  .  nothing  but  fire, — save 
when  a  furious  gust  of  scorching  wind  blew 
aside  the  masses  of  cindery  smoke,  and  showed 
glimpses  of  sky  and  the  changeless  shining  of  a 
few    cold  quiet  stars.      He  cast  one  desperate 
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glance  from  earth  to  heaven,  . .  how  was  It  pos- 
sible to  escape  from  this  kindling  furnace  of 
utter  annihilation  ! . . .  Where  all  were  manifestly 
doomed,  how  could  he  expect  to  be  saved  !  And 
moreover,  if  Sah-luma  was  indeed  dead,  what 
remained  for  him  but  to  die  also ! 


Calming  the  frenzy  of  his  thoughts  by  a 
strong  effort,  he  began  to  vaguely  wonder  why 
and  how  it  happened  that  the  place  where  he 
now  was,  .  this  small  and  insignificant  court, — 
had  so  far  escaped  the  fire,  and  was  as  cool  and 
sombre  as  a  sacred  tomb  set  apart  for  some 
hero,  ...  or  Poet  ?  Poet ! — The  word  acted 
as  a  stimulant  to  his  tired,  struggling  brain,  and 
he  all  at  once  remembered  what  Sah-luma  had 
said  to  him  at  their  first  meeting:  ''There  is 
but  one  Poet  in  Al-Kyris  and  I  am  he!" 

O  true,  true  !  Only  one  Poet ! .  .  Only  one 
glory  of  the  great  city,  that  now  served  him  as 
funeral  pyre ! — only  one  name  worth  remem- 
bering in  all  its  perishing  history  .  .  the  name  of 
Sah-lCma  !  Sah-luma,  the  beautiful,  the  gifted, 
the  famous,  the  beloved,  .  .  he  was  dead  ! 
This  thought  in  its  absorbing  painfulness, 
straightway  drove  out  all  others, — and  Theos 
who  had  carried  his  comrade's  corpse  bravely 
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and  unshrinkingly  through  a  fiery  vortex  of 
imminent  peril,  now  sank  on  his  knees  all 
desolate  and  unnerved,  his  hot  tears  dropping 
fast  on  that  fair,  still,  white  face  that  he 
knew  would  never  flush  to  the  warmth  of 
life  again ! 

"  Sah-luma  !  Sah-luma  !  "  he  whispered.  "  My 
friend  ...  My  more  than  brother  !  Would  I 
could  have  died  for  thee  ! . .  Would  thou  couldst 
have  lived  to  fulfil  the  nobler  promise  of  thy 
genius  ! . .  Better  far  thou  hadst  been  spared  to 
the  world  than  I  ! .  .  for  I  am  Nothing,  .  .  but 
thou  wert  Everything  !  " 

And  taking  the  clay-cold  hands  In  his  own, 
he  kissed  them  reverently,  and,  with  an  uncon 
scious  memory  not  born  of  his  recent  adventures, 
folded  them  on  the  dead  Laureate's  breast  In  the 
fashion  of  a  Cross. 

As  he  did  this,  an  icy  spasm  seemed  to  con- 
tract his  heart,  . . .  seized  by  a  sudden  Insufferable 
anxiety,  he  stared  like  one  spell-bound  into  Sah-* 
luma's  wide-open,  fixed  and  glassy  eyes. 
Dead  eyes !  . .  yet  how  full  of  mysterious  signi- 
ficance ! .  .  .  What — w/ia^  was  their  weird  secret, 
their  Imminent  meaning  ?  . .  .  Why  did  their 
dark  and  frozen  depths  appear  to  retain  a 
strange,  living  under-gleam  of  melting,  sorrow- 
ful, beseeching    sweetness  ? . .  like    the  eyes    of 
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one  who  prays  to  be  remembered,  though 
changed,  after  long  absence !  What  hot  and 
terrible  delirium  was  this  that  snatched  at  his 
whirling  brain  as  he  bent  closer  and  closer  over 
the  marble-quiet  countenance,  and  studied  with 
a  sort  of  fierce  intentness,  every  line  of  those 
delicate,  classic  features,  on  which  high  thought 
had  left  so  marked  an  impress  of  dignity  and 
power !  What  a  marvellous,  half-reproachful, 
half-appealing  smile  lingered  on  the  finely-curved 
set  lips  ! .  .  .  How  wonderful,  how  beautiful,  how 
beloved  beyond  all  words  was  this  fair  dead  god 
of  poesy  on  whom  he  gazed  with  such  a  passion 
of  yearning ! 

Stooping  more  and  more,  he  threw  his  arms 
round  the  senseless  form,  and  partly  lifting  it 
from  the  ground,  brought  the  wax-pallid  face 
nearer  to  his  own  .  .  so  near,  that  the  cold 
mouth  almost  touched  his,  .  .  then  filled  with 
an  awful,  unnameable  misgiving,  he  scanned  his 
murdered  comrade's  perished  beauty  in  puzzled 
vague  bewilderment,  much  as  an  ignorant 
dullard  might  perplexedly  scan  the  incompre- 
hensible characters  of  some  hieroglyphic  scroll. 
And  as  he  looked,  a  sharp  pang  shot  through 
him  like  a  whizzing  ball  of  fire,  .  .  a  convulsion 
of  mental  agony  shook  his  limbs, — he  could 
have    shrieked    aloud  in  the  extremity  of    his 
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torture,  but  the  struggling  cry  died  gasping 
In  his  throat.  Still  as  stone,  he  kept  his 
strained  steadfast  gaze  fixed  on  Sah-luma's 
corpse,  slowly  absorbing  the  full  horror  of  a 
tremendous  Suggestion,  that  like  a  scorching 
lava-flood,  swept  into  every  subtle  channel  of 
his  brain  !  For  the  dead  Sah-lumds  eyes  grezu 
into  the  semblance  of  his  own  eyes  !  .  .  the  dead 
Sah-lmnd s  face  smiled  spectrally  back  at  him  in 
the  image  of  his  own  face  !  .  .  it  was  as  though 
he  beheld  the  Picture  of  Himself,  slain,  and  re- 
flected in  a  magicians  mirror  I  Round  him 
the  very  heavens  seemed  given  up  to  fire, — but 
he  heeded  it  not ; — the  world  might  be  at  an 
end  and  the  Day  of  Judgment  proclaimed, — 
nothing  would  have  stirred  him  from  where  he 
knelt,  in  that  dreadful  stillness  of  mystic  martyr- 
dom, drinking  In  the  gradual  glimmering  con- 
sciousness of  a  terrific  Truth,  . .  the  amazing, 
yet  scarcely  graspable  solution  of  a  supernatural 
Enigma,  ...  an  enigma  through  which,  like  a 
man  lost  In  the  depths  of  a  dark  forest,  he  had 
wandered  up  and  down,  seeking  light,  yet  finding 
none  ! 

''Oh  God!"  he  dumbly  prayed  '*  Thou, 
with  whom  all  things  are  possible,  give  eyes  to 
this  blind  trouble  of  my  heart  !  I  am  but  as  a 
grain   of  dust   before  thee,  .  .  a  poor  perishable 
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atom,  devoid  of  simplest  comprehension ! .  .  Do 
Thou  of  Thy  supernal  pity  teach  me  what  I 
must  know ! " 

As  he  thought  out  this  unuttered  petition,  a 
tense  cord  seemed  to  snap  suddenly  in  his 
brain,  ...  a  rush  of  tears  came  to  his  relief, 
and  through  their  salt  and  bitter  haze  the  face 
of  Sah-luma  appeared  to  melt  into  a  thin  and 
spiritual  brightness, — a  mere  aerial  outline  of 
what  it  had  once  been,  ....  the  glazed  dark  eyes 
seemed  to  flash  living  lightning  into  his,  .  .  the 
whole  lost  Personality  of  the  dead  Poet  seemed 
to  environ  him  with  a  mysterious,  potent,  in- 
corporeal influence  .  .  an  influence  that  he  felt 
he  must  now  or  never  repel,  reject  and  utterly 
resist  / .  .  .  With  a  shuddering  cry,  he  tore  his 
reluctant  arms  away  from  the  beloved  corpse, . . . 
with  trembling  tender  fingers  he  closed,  and 
pressed  down  the  white  eyelids  of  those  love- 
expressive  eyes, — and  kissed  the  broad  poetic 
brow  ! 

''  Whatever  thou  wert  or  art  to  me,  Sah- 
luma,"  he  murmured  in  sobbing  haste, — 
"  thou  knowest  that  I  loved  thee,  though  now 
I  leave  thee  !  Farewell !  " — and  his  voice  broke 
in  its  strong  agony — ''  O  how  much  easier  to 
divide  body  from  soul  than  part  myself  from 
thee !      Sah-luma,    beloved    Sah-luma !       God 
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give  thee  good  rest ! .  .  God  pardon  thy  sins, 
— and  mine  !  " 

And  he  pressed  his  lips  once  more  on  the 
folded  rigid  hands.  ...  as  he  did  so,  he  inad- 
vertently touched  the  writing-tablet  that  hung 
from  the  dead  Laureate's  girdle.  The  red  glow 
of  the  fire  around  him,  enabled  him  to  see 
distinctly  what  was  written  on  it,  .  .  there  were 
about  twenty  lines  of  verse,  in  exquisitely  clear 
and  fine  caligraphy,  .  .  .  and  as  he  read,  he 
knew  them  well,  .  .  they  were  the  last  lines  of 
the  poem  ''  N ottrhdbna  "  / 

He  dared  trust  his  own  strength  no  longer, .  .  . 
one  wild  adoring,  lingering,  parting  look  at 
his  dead  rival  in  song,  whom  he  had  loved 
better  than  himself, — and  then, — full  of  a 
nameless  fear,  he  fled !  .  .  .  fled  recklessly, 
and  with  swift  mad  fury  as  though  demons 
followed  in  pursuit,  .  .  fled  through  the  burning 
city,  as  a  lost  and  frenzied  spirit  might  speed 
through  the  deserts  of  Hell!  Everywhere 
about  him  resounded  the  crackling  hiss  of  the 
flames,  and  the  crash  of  falling  buildings,  .  . 
mighty  pinnacles  and  lofty  domes  melted  and 
vanished  before  his  eyes  in  a  blaze  of  brilliant 
destruction !  .  .  .  .  on — on  he  went,  meeting 
confused  scattered  crowds  of  people,  whose 
rushing   white-garmented     figures    looked    like 
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ghosts   flying  before  a  storm,  .  .  the  cries  and 

shrieks  of  women  and  children,  and  the  groans 

of  men   were  mingled   with  the  restless  roaring 

of  lions  and  other  wild  beasts  burnt  out  of  their 

dens   In   the   Royal  Arena,  the  distant  circle  of 

which     could     be    dimly    seen,    surrounded    by 

fountain-like    jets     of    fire.      Some    of    these 

maddened   animals  ran   against  him,  as  he  sped 

along  the  blazing  thoroughfares, — but  he  made 

no  attempt  to  avoid  them,  nor  was  he   sensible 

of    any    other    terror     than     that     which    was 

within  himself  and  was  purely  mental.     On  !  .  . 

On  ! — Still    on    he    went, — a    desperate    lonely 

man,  lost  in  a   hideous  nightmare  of  flame  and 

fury,  .  .  seeing  nothing  but  one  vast  flying  rout 

of  molten  red  a.nd  gold,  .  .  speaking  to  none,  .  . 

utterly    reckless     as    to     his    own    fate,  .  .  only 

impelled  on  and  on,  but  whither  he  knew  not, 

nor  cared   to  know ! 

All   at  once   his  strength  gave  way  ....  his 

nerves  seemed   to  break  asunder  like  so  many 

over-wound   harp-strings,  ....  a  sudden  silvery 

clanging    of    bells  rang    in    his   ears,   and  with 

them     came    a    sound    of     multitudinous    soft 

small    voices  :  .  .  .  .  "  Kyrie     Eleison  !     Kyrie 

Eleison  /  " 

%  %  ^  -i^ 

*  *  *  * 
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Hush  !  .  .  What  was  that  ?  .  .  What  did  it 
mean  ?  .  Halting  abruptly,  he  gave  a  wild  glance 
round  him, — up  to  the  sky,  where  the  flaring 
flames  spread  in  tangled  lengths  and  webs  of 
light,  .  .  then,  straight  before  him  to  the  City  of 
Al-Kyris,  now  a  wondrous  vision  of  redly 
luminous  columns  and  cupolas,  with  the  wet 
gleam  of  the  river  enfolding  its  blazing  streets 
and  towers  :  ,  .  .  .  and  while  he  yet  beheld  it, 
lo  !  It  receded  front  his  view  !  Further,  .  . 
further ! — further  away,  till  it  seemed  nothing 
but  the  toppling  and  smouldering  of  heavy 
clouds  after  the  conflagration  of  the  sun- 
set! 

Hark,  hark  again  !  .  .  "  Kyrie  Eleison  !  .  . 
Kyrie  Eleiso7i !  "  With  a  sense  of  reeling 
rapture  and  awe  he  listened,  ...  he  under- 
stood !  ...  he  found  the  Name  he  had  so 
long  forgotten  !  ''  Christ,  have  mercy  upon 
me  ! "  .  .  .  he  cried,  and  in  that  one  urgent  sup- 
plication he  uttered  all  the  pent-up  anguish  of 
his  soul !  Blind  and  dizzy  with  the  fevered 
whirl  of  his  own  emotions,  he  stumbled  forward 
and  fell ! .  .  . .  fell  heavily  over  a  block  of  stone, .  . 
stunned  by  the  shock,  he  lost  consciousness,  but 
only  for  a  moment  ;  .  .  .  a  dull  aching  in  his 
temples  roused  him, — and  making  a  faint  effort 
to  rise,  he  turned   slowly  and  languidly  on  his 
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arm,  .  .  .  and    with   a    long,   deep,    shuddering 
sigh AWOKE! 

*  *  *  * 

*  *  *  * 

He  was  on  the  Field  of  Ardath.  Dawn  had 
just  broken.  The  east  was  one  wide,  shimmering 
stretch  of  warm  gold,  and  over  It  lay  strips  of 
blue  and  grey,  like  fragments  of  torn  battle- 
banners.  Above  him  sparkled  the  morning 
star,  white  and  glittering  as  a  silver  lamp, 
among  the  delicate  spreading  tints  of  saffron 
and  green,  .  .  .  and  beside  him, — her  clear  pure 
features  flushed  by  the  roseate  splendour  of 
the  sky,  her  hands  clasped  on  her  breast,  and 
her  sweet  eyes  full  of  an  Infinite  tenderness  and 
yearning  knelt  Edris  !  .  .  Edrls,  his  flower- 
crowned  Angel,  whom  last  he  had  seen  drifting 
upward  and  away  like  a  dove  through  the 
glory  of  the  Cross  In  Heaven  ! 


'■^a^f^^«^ 
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SUNRISE. 

Entranced  in  amazed  ecstasy  he  lay  quite 
quiet,  .  .  afraid  to  speak  or  stir  !  This  gentle  Pre- 
sence,— this  fair  beseeching  face,  might  vanish 
if  he  moved  !  So  he  dimly  fancied,  as  he  gazed 
up  at  her  in  mute  wonder  and  worship,  his 
devout  eyes  drinking  in  her  saintly  loveliness, 
from  the  deep  burnished  gold  of  her  hair, 
to  the  soft  white  slimness  of  her  prayerfully- 
folded  hands.  And  while  he  looked,  old 
thoughts  like  home-returning  birds  began  to 
hover  round  his  soul, — sweet  and  dear  remem- 
brances, like  the  sunset  lighting  up  the  windows 
of  an  empty  house,  began  to  shine  oh  the  before 
semi-darkened  nooks  and  crannies  of  his  brain. 
Clearer  and  clearer  grew  the  reflecting  mirror 
of  his  consciousness, — trouble  and  perplexity 
seemed  passing  away  for  ever  from  his  mind,  .  . 
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a  great  and  solemn  peace  environed  him,  .  , 
and  he  began  to  beheve  he  had  crossed  the 
boundary  of  death  and  had  entered  at  last 
into  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  !  O  let  him 
not  break  this  holy  silence !  .  .  Let  him  rest  so, 
with  all  the  glory  of  that  Angel-visage  shed 
like  summer  sunbeams  over  him  !  .  .  Let  him 
absorb  into  his  innermost  being  the  exquisite 
tenderness  of  those  innocent,  hopeful,  watchful 
starry  eyes  whose  radiance  seemed  to  steal  into 
the  golden  morning  and  give  it  a  sacred  poetry 
and  infinite  marvel  of  meaning  !  So  he  mused, 
gravely  contented,  ....  while  all  through  the 
brightening  skies  overhead,  came  the  pale  pink 
flushing  of  the  dawn,  like  a  far  fluttering 
and  scattering  of  rose-leaves.  Everything  was 
so  still  that  he  could  hear  his  own  heart  beating 
forth  healthful  and  regular  pulsations,  .... 
but  he  was  scarcely  conscious  of  his  own 
existence, — he  was  only  aware  of  the  vast, 
beautiful,  halcyon  calm  that  encircled  him 
shelteringly  and  soothed  all  care  away. 

Gradually  however,  this  deep  and  delicious 
tranquillity  began  to  yield  to  a  sweeping  rush 
of  memory  and  comprehension,  ....  he  knew 
who  he  was  and  whei^e  he  was, — though  he  did 
not  as  yet  feel  absolutely  certain  of  life  and  life's 
so-called  realities.      For  if  the  City  of  Al-Kyris 
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with  all  its  vivid  wonders,  its  distinct  ex- 
periences, its  brilliant  pageantry,  had  been 
indeed  a  Dream,  then  surely  it  was  possible  he 
might  be  dreaming  still  !  .  .  .  .  Nevertheless  he 
was  able  to  gather  up  the  fragments  of  lost 
recollection  consecutively  enough  to  realize  by 
gentle  degrees,  his  actual  identity  and  position 
in  the  world,  .  .  he  was  Theos  Ahuyn,  .  .  a 
man  of  the  nineteenth  century  after  Christ. 
Ah  !  thank  God  for  that  !  .  .  A/i(er  Christ  !  .  . 
not  one  who  had  lived  five  thousand  years  before 

Christ's  birth  ! And  this    quiet,  patient 

Maiden  at  his  side,  .  .  who  was  she  ?  A 
Vision  ?  .  .  or  an  actually  existent  Being  ? 
Unable  to  resist  the  craving  desire  of  his  heart, 
he  spoke  her  name  as  he  now  remembered  it, .  . 
spoke  it  in  a  faint,  awed  whisper. 

"Edris  !" 

'*  Theos,  my  Beloved  !  " 

O  sweet  and  thrilling  voice !  more  musical 
then  the  singing  of  birds  in  a  sun-filled 
Spring  ! 

He  raised  himself  a  little,  and  looked  at  her 
more  intently  : — she  smiled, — and  that  smile,  so 
marvellous  in  its  pensive  peace  and  lofty 
devotion,  was  as  though  all  the  light  of  an 
unguessed  paradise  had  suddenly  flashed  upon 
his  soul  ! 
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*'  Edrls ! "  he  said  again,  trembling  in  the 
excess  of  mingled  hope  and  fear  ..."  Hast 
thou  then  returned  again  from  heaven,  to  lift 
me  out  of  darkness  ?  .  .  Tell  me,  fair  Angel, 
do  I  wake  or  sleep  ?  .  .  Are  my  senses  deceived  ? 
Is  this  land  a  dream  ?  .  .  Am  I  myself  a 
dream,  and  thou  the  only  manifest  sweet  Truth 
in  a  world  of  drifting  shadows  ?  .  .  Speak  to  me, 
gentle  Saint!  .  .  In  what  vast  mystery  have  I 
been  engulfed  ?  .  .  in  what  timeless  trance  of 
soul-bewilderment  ?  .  .  .  in  what  blind  uncer- 
tainty and  pain  ? .  .  .  O  ^weet ! .  resolve  my 
wordless  wonder  !  Where  have  I  strayed  ?  .  . 
what  have  I  seen  ?  .  .  .  Ah,  let  not  my  rough 
speech  fright  thee  back  to  Paradise  ! .  .  Stay 
with  me !  .  .  comfort  me !  .  .  I  have  lost  thee  so 
long  !  let  me  not  lose  thee  now  ! " 

Smiling  still,  she  bent  over  him,  and  pressed 
her  warm  delicate  fingers  lightly  on  his  brow 
and  lips.  Then  softly  she  arose  and  stood 
erect. 

*'  Fear  nothing,  my  beloved  !  "  she  answered, 
her  silvery  accents  sending  a  throb  of  holy 
triumph  through  the  air .  .  "  Let  no  trouble  dis- 
quiet thee,  and  no  shadow  of  misgiving  dim  the 
brightness  of  thy  waking  moments  !  Thou 
hast  slept  one  night  on  the  Field  of  Ardath, 
in  the  Valley  of  Vision ! — but   lo  !    the   Night 

64 


SUNRISE. 

IS  past !  .  ."  and  she  pointed  towards  the  eastern 
horizon  now  breaking  Into  waves  of  rosy  gold, 
"  Rise  !  and  behold  the  dawning  of  thy  new- 
Day  !  " 

Roused  by  her  touch,  and  fired  by  her  tone 
and  the  grand  unworldly  dignity  of  her  look 
and  bearing,  he  sprang  up,  ....  but  as  he  met 
the  full  pure  splendour  of  her  divine  eyes,  and 
saw,  wavering  round  her  hair,  a  shining  aureole 
of  amber  radiance  like  a  wreath  of  woven 
sunbeams,  his  spirit  quailed  within  him,  ....  he 
remembered  all  his  doubts  of  her, — his  dis- 
belief, .  .  .  and  falling  at  her  feet,  he  hid  his  face 
In  a  shame  that  was  better  than  all  glory, 
— a  humiliation  that  was  sweeter  than  all 
pride. 

''  Edris  !  Immortal  Edris  !  "  .  .  he  passion- 
ately prayed,  "  As  thou  art  a  crowned  saint  In 
Heaven,  shed  light  on  the  chaos  of  my  soul  ! 
From  the  depths  of  a  penitence  past  thought 
and  speech  1  plead  with  thee !  Hear  me,  my 
Edris,  thou  who  art  so  maiden-meek,  so  tender- 
patient  ! . .  hear  me,  help  me,  guide  me.  ...  I  am 
all  thine !  Say,  didst  thou  not  summon  me  to 
meet  thee  here  upon  this  wondrous  Field  _pf 
Ardath  ? — did  I  not  come  hither  according  to 
thy  words  ? — and  have  I  not  seen  things  that  I 
am  not  able  to  express  or  understand  ?     Teach 
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me,  wise  and  beloved  one  ! .  .  I  doubt  no  more ! 
I  know  Myself  and  Thee  : — thou  art  an  angel, — 
but  I  ! .  .  alas,  what  am  I  ?  A  grain  of  sand  in 
thy  sight  and  in  God's,  .  .  a  mere  Nothing,  com- 
prehending nothing, — unable  even  to  realize  the 
extent  of  my  own  nothingness  !  Edris,  oh 
Edris  ! .  .  thou  canst  not  love  me  !  .  .  thou  mayst 
pity  me  perchance,  and  pardon,  and  bless  me 
gently  in  Christ's  dear  Name  ! .  .  .  but  love  ! . . 
Thy  love  ! .  .  O  let  me  not  aspire  to  such  heights 
of  joy,  where  1  have  no  place,  no  right,  no 
worthiness  !  " 

"  No  worthiness  !  "  echoed  Edris,  .  .  .  what 
a  rapture  trembled  through  her  sweet  caressing 
voice  ! — ''  My  Theos,  who  is  so  worthy  to  win 
back  what  is  thine  own,  as  thou  ?  All  Heaven 
has  wondered  at  thy  voluntary  exile, — thy  place 
in  God's  supernal  Sphere  has  long  been  vacant, 
.  .  .  thy  right  to  dwell  there,  none  have 
questioned, .  .  .  thy  throne  is  empty — thy  crown 
unclaimed  !  Thou  art  an  Angel  even  as  I  ! . . 
but  thou  art  in  bonds  while  I  am  free  !  Ah, 
how  sad  and  strange  it  is  to  me  to  see  thee  here 
thus  fettered  to  the  Sorrowful  Star,  when  count- 
less aeons  since,  thou  mightst  have  enjoyed 
full  liberty  in  the  Eternal  Light  of  the  ever- 
lasting Paradise  !  " 

He  listened,  ...  a  strong,  sw^eet  hope  began 
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to  kindle  In  him  like  flame,  . .  but  he  made  no 
answer.  Only  he  caught  and  kissed  the  edge 
of  her  garment,  .  .  its  soft  grey  cloudy  texture 
brushed  his  lips  with  the  odorous  coolness  of  a 
furled  roseleaf.  She  seemed  to  tremble  at  his 
action,  .  .  .  but  he  dared  not  look  up.  Presently 
he  felt  the  pulsing  pressure  of  her  hands  upon 
his  head,  and  a  rush  of  strange  warm  vigour 
thrilled  through  his  veins  like  an  electric  flash 
of  new  and  never-ending  life. 

*'  Thou  wouldst  seek  after  and  know  the 
Truth  !  "  she  said,  "  Truth  Celestial, — Truth 
Unchangeable,  . .  Truth  that  permeates  and  un- 
derlies all  the  mystic  Inward  workings  of  the 
Universe, .  .  workings  and  secret  laws  unguessed 
by  Man  !  Vast  as  Eternity  is  this  Truth, — 
ungraspable  in  all  its  manifestations  by  the 
merely  mortal  intelligence, .  .  .  nevertheless  thy 
spirit  being  chastened  to  noble  humility  and 
repentance,  hath  risen  to  new  heights  of  com- 
prehension, whence  thou  canst  partly  penetrate 
into  the  wonders  of  worlds  unseen.  Did  I  not 
tell  thee  to  '  /ea7^n  /rom  the  perils  of  the  Past, 
the  perils  of  the  Futzire' —  ?  and  understandest 
thou  not  the  lesson  of  the  Vision  of  Al-Kyris  ? 
Thou  hast  seen  the  Dream -Reflection  of  thy 
former  Poet-fame  and  glory  in  old  time  \—thotc 
wert  Sah-luma  /  " 
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An  agony  of  shame  possessed  him  as  he  heard. 
His  soul  at  once  seized  the  solution  of  the  mys- 
tery, . .  his  quickened  thought  plunged  plummet- 
like straight  through  the  depths  of  the  bewilder- 
ing phantasmagoria,  in  which  mere  Reason  had 
been  of  no  practical  avail,  and  straightway 
sounded  its  whole  seemingly-complex,  but  actu- 
ally-simple meaning  !  He  was  SaJi-lilma  / .  .  or 
rather,  he  had  been  Sah-luma  in  some  far  stretch 
of  long-receded  time,  . .  .  and  in  his  Dream  of  a 
single  night,  he  had  loved  the  brilliant  Phantom 
of  his  Former  Self  more  than  his  own  present 
Identity  !  Not  less  remarkable  was  the  fact 
that  in  this  strange  Sleep- Mirage,  he  had 
imagined  himself  to  be  perfectly  2/;/selfish, 
whereas  all  the  while  he  had  honoured,  flattered 
and  admired  the  mere  Appearance  of  Him- 
self more  than  anything  or  everything  in  the 
world  !  Aye  ! — even  his  occasional  reluctant 
reproaches  to  Himself  in  the  ghostly  imper- 
sonation of  Sah-luma,  had  been  far  more  tender 
than  severe  ! 

O  deep  and  bitter  Inglorlousness  ! .  .  O  speech- 
less degradation  of  all  the  higher  capabilities  of 
Man  !  to  love  one's  own  ephemeral  Shadow- 
Existence  so  utterly  as  to  exclude  from  thought 
and  sympathy,  all  other  things  whether  human 
or  divine  !      And  was  it  not  possible  that  this 
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Spectre  of  Self  might  still  be  clinging  to  him  ? 
Was  it  dead  with  the  Dream  of  Sah-luma  ?  .  . 
or  had  Sah-luma  never  truly  died  at  all  ?  .  .  and 
was  the  fine  fire-spun  Essence  that  had  formed 
the  Spirit  of  the  Laureate  of  Al-Kyris,  yet  part 
of  the  living  Substance  of  his  present  nature,  . . 
he,  a  world-unrecognized  English  poet  of  the 
nineteenth  century  ?  Did  all  Sah-luma's  light 
follies,  idle  passions  and  careless  cruelties  remain 
inherent  in  him  ?  Had  he  the  same  pride  of 
intellect,  the  same  vain-glory,  the  same  indif- 
ference to  God  and  Man  ?  Oh,  no,  no  ! .  .  he 
shuddered  at  the  thought ! , .  and  his  head  sank 
lower  and  lower  beneath  the  benediction-touch 
of  Her  whose  tenderness  revived  his  noblest 
energies,  and  lit  anew  in  his  heart  the  pure, 
bright  fire  of  heaven-encompassing  Aspiration. 

*'  Thou  wert  Sah-hima  /"  went  on  the  mildly 
earnest  voice,  "  And  all  the  wide  ungrudging 
fame  given  to  Earth's  great  poets  in  ancient 
days,  was  thine !  Thy  name  was  on  all  men's 
mouths,  .  .  .  thou  wert  honoured  by  kings,  .  . 
thou  wert  the  chief  glory  of  a  great  people,  .  . 
great  though  misled  by  their  own  false  opinions, 
.  .  and  the  City  of  Al-Kyris  of  which  thou  wert 
the  enshrined  jewel,  was  mightier  far  than  any 
now  built  upon  the  earth  !  Christ  had  not  come 
to  thee,  save  by  dim  types  and  vague  prefigure- 
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ments  which  only  praying  prophets  could 
discern,  .  .  but  God  had  spoken  to  thy  soul  in 
quiet  moments,  and  thou  wouldst  neither  hear 
Him  nor  believe  in  Him  !  I  had  called  thee, 
but  thou  wouldst  not  listen,  .  .  thou  didst  fool- 
ishly prefer  to  hearken  to  the  clamorous 
tempting  of  thine  own  beguiling  human  passions, 
and  wert  altogether  deaf  to  an  Angel's  whisper  ! 
Things  of  the  earth  earthy  gained  dominion 
over  thee.  .  .  by  them  thou  wert  led  astray, 
deceived,  and  at  last  forsaken,  .  .  .  the  genius 
God  gave  thee  thou  didst  misuse  and  indolently 
waste,  .  .  thy  brief  life  came,  as  thou  hast  seen 
to  sudden-piteous  end, — and  the  proud  City  of 
thy  dwelling  was  destroyed  by  fire !  Not  a 
trace  of  it  was  left  to  mark  the  spot  where  once 
it  stood  :  the  foundations  of  Babylon  were  laid 
above  it,  and  no  man  o^uessed  that  it  had  ever 
been.  And  thy  Poems,  .  .  the  fruit  of  thy 
heaven-sent  but  carelessly-accepted  inspiration, 
— who  is  there  that  remembers  them  ?  .  .  .  .  No 
one  ! .  .  save  Tirou  !  T/iou  hast  recovered  them 
like  sunken  pearls  from  the  profound  ocean  of 
limitless  Memory,  .  .  and  to  the  world  of  To- 
Day  thou  dost  repeat  the  self-same  music  to 
which  Al-Kyris  listened  entranced  so  many 
thousands  of  generations  ago  !  " 

A   deep  sigh    that  was  half  a  groan   broke 
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from  his  lips,  ....  he  could  now  take  the 
measurement  of  his  own  utter  littleness  and 
incompetency !  He  could  create  nothing  new  ! 
Everything  he  had  written,  as  he  fancied  only 
just  lately,  had  been  written  by  himself  before  ! 
The  problem  of  the  poem  '^  Nourhalma'''  .  . 
was  explained,  .  .  he  had  designed  It  when  he 
had  played  his  part  on  the  stage  of  life  as 
Sah-luma, — and  perhaps  not  even  then  for 
the  first  time  !  In  this  prIde-crushIng  know- 
ledge there  was  only  one  consolation,  .  ,  . 
namely,  that  if  his  Dream  were  a  true  reflection 
of  his  Past,  and  exact  In  details  as  he  felt  It 
must  be,  then  ''  Nourhalma''  had  not  been 
given  to  Al-Kyris,  ...  It  had  been  composed, 
but  not  made  public.  Hence,  so  far,  it  was 
new  to  the  world,  though  not  new  to  himself. 
Yet  he  had  considered  it  wondrously  new  !  a 
*' perfectly  original"  idea!.  .  .  Ah  !.  who  dares 
to  boast  of  any  idea  as  humanly  ''  original  "  .  . 
seeing  that  all  ideas  whatsoever  must  be 
referred  back  to  God  and  admitted  as  His 
and  His  only!  What  Is  the  wisest  man  that 
ever  lived,  but  a  small,  pale,  ill-reflecting 
mirror  of  the  Eternal  Thought  that  controls 
and  dominates  all  things  !  .  .  He  remembered 
with  conscience-stricken  confusion,  what  pleasure 
he  had  felt,  what  placid  satisfaction,  what  un- 
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qualified  admiration,  when  listening  to  his  own 
works  recited  by  the  ghost-presentment  of  his 
Former  Self!  .  .  pleasure  that  had  certainly 
exceeded  whatever  pain  he  had  suffered  by 
the  then  enigmatical  and  perplexing  nature  of 
the  incident.  O  what  a  foolish  Atom  he  now 
seemed,  viewed  by  the  standard  of  his  newly- 
aroused  higher  consciousness !  .  .  how  poor  and 
passive  a  slave  to  the  glittering,  beckoning 
Phantasm  of  his  own  perishable  Fame  ! 

Thus  on  the  Field  of  Ardath  he  drained  the 
cup  of  humility  to  the  dregs, — the  cup  which 
like  that  offered  to  the  Prophet  of  Holy  Writ 
was  '' full  as  it  were  with  water,  but  the  colour 
of  it  was  like  fire  "  ; — the  water  of  tears  .  . 
the  fire  of  faith,  .  .  and  with  that  prophet  he 
might  have  said  .  .  '*  When  I  had  drunk  of  it, 
my  heart  littered  underst abiding,  and  wisdo^n 
grew  in  my  breast,  for  77iy  spirit  strengthened 
my  memory!' 

Meanwhile  Edris,  still  keeping  her  gentle 
hands  on  his  bent  head,  went  on. 

''  In  such  wise  did'st  thou,  my  Beloved,  as 
the  famous  Sah-luma,  mournfully  perish  .  .  and 
the  nations  remembered  thee  no  more  !  But 
thy  spiritual  indestructible  Essence  lived  on, 
and  wandered  dismayed  and  forlorn  through  a 
myriad   forms    of    existence  in    the    depths    of 
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Perpetual  Darkness  which  7nust  be,  even  as  the 
Everlasting  Light  is.  Thy  immortal  but 
perverted  Will  bore  thee  always  further  from 
God,  .  .  further  from  Him,  and  so  far  from  me, 
that  thou  wert  at  times  beyond  even  an  Angel's 
ken !  Ages  upon  ages  rolled  away,  .  .  the 
centuries  between  Earth  and  Earth's  purposed 
Redemption  passed,  .  .  .  and,  .  .  though  in 
Heaven  these  measured  spaces  of  time  that 
appear  so  great  to  men  are  as  a  mere  world's 
month  of  summer,  .  .  still,  to  me,  for  once  God's 
golden  days  seemed  long !  I  had  lost  thee  ! 
Thou  wert  my  soul's  other  soul  .  .  my  king ! — 
my  immortality's  completion  !  .  .  and  though 
thou  wert,  alas  !  a  fallen  Brightness,  yet  I  held 
fast  to  my  one  hope,  .  .  the  hope  in  thy  diviner 
nature,  which  though  sorely  overcome,  was  not 
and  could  not  be  wholly  destroyed.  I  knew  the 
fate  in  store  for  thee,  .  .  I  knew  that  thou  with 
other  erring  spirits  wert  bound  to  live  again  on 
earth  when  Christ  had  built  His  Holy  Way 
therefrom  to  Heaven, — and  never  did  I  cease 
for  thy  dear  sake  to  wait  and  watch  and  pray  ! 
At  last  I  found  thee,  .  . .  but  ah  !  how  I  trembled 
for  thy  destiny !  To  thee  had  been  delivered, 
as  to  all  the  children  of  men,  the  final  message 
of  salvation  .  .  the  Message  of  Love  and  Pardon 
which  made  all  the  angels  wonder ! .  .  but  thou 
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didst  utterly  reject  it — and  with  the  same 
wilful  arrogance  of  thy  former  self,  Sah-luma, 
thou  wert  blindly  and  desperately  turning  anew 
into  darkness  !  O  my  Beloved,  that  darkness 
mi^ht  have  been  eternal ! .  and  crowded  with 
memories  dating  from  thy  very  beginning  of 
life ! . .  Nay,  let  me  not  speak  of  that  Supernal 
Agony,   since   Christ  hath  died  to    quench  its 

terrors  ! Enough  !— by   happy    chance, 

through  my  desire,  thine  own  roused  better 
will,  and  the  strength  of  one  who  hath  many 
friends  in  Heaven,  thy  spirit  was  released  to 
temporary  liberty, . .  and  in  thy  vision  at  Dariel 
which  was  7io  vision  but  a  Truth,  I  bade  thee 
meet  me  here.  And  why  ? .  .  Solely  to  test 
thy  power  of  obedience  to  a  divine  impitlse  tin- 
explainable  by  Imman  reason, — and  I  rejoiced 
as  only  angels  can  rejoice,  when  of  thine  own 
Free-Will  thou  didst  keep  the  tryst  I  made 
with  thee  !  ^  Yet  thou  knewest  me  not ! . .  or 
rather  thou  wouldst  not  know  me,  .  .  till  I 
left  thee !  .  .  'Tis  ever  the  way  of  mortals,  to 
doubt  their  angels  in  disguise  !  " 

Her  sweet  accents  shook  with  a  liquid  thrill 
suggestive  of  tears, — but  he  was  silent.  It 
seemed  to  him  that  he  would  be  well  content 
to  hold  his  place  for  ever,  if  for  ever  he 
might   hear  her    thus    melodiously    speak    on ! 
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Had  she  not  called  him  her  "other  soul, 
her  king,  her  immortality's  completion  !  " — and 
on  those  wondrous  words  of  hers,  his  spirit 
hung,  impassioned,  dazzled  and  entranced 
beyond  all  Time  and  Space  and  Nature  and 
Experience ! 

After  a  brief  pause,  during  which  his  ravished 
mind  floated  among  the  thousand  images  and 
vague  feelings  of  a  whole  Past  and  Future 
merged  in  one  splendid  and  celestial  Present, 
she  resumed,  always  softly  and  with  the 
same  exquisite  tenderness  of  tone  : — 

''  I  left  thee  Dearest,  but  a  moment,  .  .  .  and 
in  that  moment.  He  who  hath  Himself  shared 
in  human  sorrows  and  sympathies, — He  who 
is  the  Embodiment  of  the  Essence  of  God's 
Love, — came  to  my  aid.  Plunging  thy  senses 
in  deep  sleep,  as  hath  been  done  before  to 
many  a  saint  and  prophet  of  old  time  here  on 
this  very  field  of  Ardath,  .  .  He  summoned  up 
before  thee  the  phantoms  of  2i  portion  of  thy 
Past,  .  .  .  phantoms  which  to  thee,  seemed  far 
more  real  than  the  living  presence  of  thy 
faithful  Edris  ! .  .  alas,  my  Beloved  ! .  .  thou  art 
not  the  only  one  on  the  Sorrowful  Star  who 
accepts  a  Dream  for  Reality  and  rejects  Reality 
as  a  Dream  ! " 

She  paused  again, — and  again  continued  : — 
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"  Nevertheless,  in  some  degree  thy  Vision  of 
Al-Kyris  was  true,  inasmuch  as  thou  wert 
shown  therein  as  in  a  mirror,  one  phase,  one 
only  of  thy  former  existence  upon  earth.  The 
final  episode  was  chosen, — as  by  the  end  of  a 
man's  days  alone  shall  he  be  judged !  As 
much  as  thy  dreaming-sight  was  able  to  see, — 
as  much  as  thy  brain  was  able  to  bear,  appeared 
before  thee,  .  .  .  but  that  thou,  slumbering,  wert 
y^  a  conscious  Personality  among  Phantoms, 
and  that  these  phantoms  spoke  to  thee,  charmed 
thee,  bewildered  thee,  tempted  thee,  and  swayed 
thee, .  .  this  was  the  Divine  Master's  work  upon 
thine  own  retrospective  Thought  and  Memory. 
He  gave  the  shadows  of  thy  bygone  life,  seem- 
ing colour,  sense,  motion  and  speech, — He 
blotted  out  from  thy  remembrance  His  own 
Most  Holy  Name,  .  .  and,  shutting  up  the 
Present  from  thy  gaze.  He  sent  thy  spirit  back 
into  the  Past.  There,  thou,  perplexed  and 
sorrowful,  didst  painfully  re-weave  the  last 
fragments  of  thy  former  history, .  .  and  not  till 
thou  hadst  abandoned  the  Shadow  of  Thyself, 
didst  thou  escape  from  the  fear  of  destruction  ! 
Then,  when  apparently  all  alone,  and  utterly 
forsaken,  a  cloud  of  angels  circled  round  thee, .  . 
then,  at  thy  first  repentant  cry  for  help,  He  who 
has  never  left  an  earnest  prayer  unanswered, 
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bade  me  descend  hither,  to  waken  and  comfort 
thee!  .  .  O  never  was  His  bidding  more 
joyously  obeyed  !  Now  I  have  plainly  shown 
thee  the  Interpretation  of  thy  Dream,  .  .  and 
dost  thou  not  comprehend  the  Intention  of 
the  Highest  in  manifesting  It  unto  thee  ? 
Remember  the  words  of  God's  Prophet  of 
old:— 

*' '  Behold  the  Field  thou  thoiightest  barren,  how  great 
a  glory  hath  the  moon  unveiled  !  ^ 

"  'And  I  beheld  and  was  sore  amazed,  for  I  was  7to 
longer  Myself,  but  A  nother. 

'' '  And  the  sword  of  death  was  in  that  Other  s  soul, 
— and  yet  that  Other  was  but  Myself  in  pain  : 

^^  ^  And  I  knezv  not  the  things  which  zvere  once 
familiar,  ayid  my  heart  failed  within  me  for  very 
fear!''' 

She  spoke  the  quaint  and  miystlc  lines  with  a 
grave,  pure,  rhythmic  utterance  that  was  like 
the  far-off  singing  of  sweet  psalmody  ; — and 
when  she  ceased,  the  stillness  that  followed 
seemed  quivering  with  the  rich  vibrations  of 
her  voice, ..  .  .  the  very  air  was  surely  rendered 
softer  and  more  delicate  by  such  soul-moving 
sound  ! 

But  Theos,  who  had  listened  dumbly  until 
now,  began  to  feel  a  sudden  sorrowful  aching 
at  his  heart,  .  .  a  sense  of  coming  desolation,  .  . 
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a  consciousness  that  she  would  soon  depart 
again  and  leave  him,  .  .  and,  with  a  mingled  re- 
verence and  passion,  he  ventured  to  draw  one 
of  the  fair  hands  that  rested  on  his  brows,  down 
into  his  own  clasp.  He  met  with  no  resistance, 
and  half-happy,  half- agonized,  he  pressed  his  lips 
upon  its  soft  and  dazzling  whiteness,  while  the 
longing  of  his  soul  broke  forth  in  words  of 
fervid,  irrepressible  appeal. 

"  Edris  !  "  he  implored  . .  ''If  thou  dost  love 
me  give  me  my  death  !  Here, — now,  at  thy 
feet  where  I  kneel  !  .  .  of  what  avail  is  it  for  me 
to  struggle  in  this  dark  and  difficult  world  ?  . . 

0  deprive  me  of  this  fluctuating  breath  called 
Life  and  let  me  live  indeed  !     I   understand  .  . 

1  know  all  thou  hast  said, — I  have  learned  my 
own  sins  as  in  a  glass  darkly, — I  have  lived  on 
earth  before,  and  as  it  seems,  made  no  good 
use  of  life,  .  .  .  and  now, .  .  now  I  have  found 
T/iee  /  Then  why  must  I  lose  thee  ?  .  thou  who 
camest  to  me  so  sweetly  at  the  first  ?  .  .  Nay,  I 
cannot  part  from  thee — I  will  not!..  If  thou 
leavest  me,  I  have  no  strength  to  follow  thee  ; 
I  shall  but  miss  the  way  to  thine  abode  !  " 

"  Thou  canst  not  miss  the  way  !  " — responded 
Edris  softly  . .  "  Look  up,  my  Theos, — be  of 
good  cheer,  thou  Poet  to  whom  Heaven's 
greatest    gifts    of    Song   are    now     accorded ! 
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Look  up  and  tell  me,  .  .  is  not  the  way  made 
plain  ?  " 

Slowly,  and  In  reverential  fear,  he  obeyed, 
and  raised  his  eyes,  still  holding  her  by  the 
hand, — and  saw  behind  her,  a  distinctly  marked 
shadow  that  seemed  flung  downwards  by  the 
reflection  of  some  brilliant  light  above, .  .  the 
shadow  of  a  Cross,  against  which  her  delicate 
figure  stood  forth  in  shining  outlines.  Seeing, 
he  understood, — but  nevertheless  his  mind  grew 
more  and  more  disquieted.  A  thousand  mis- 
givings crowded  upon  him, — he  thought  of  the 
world,  . .  he  remembered  what  it  was,  .  .  he  was 
living  in  an  age  of  heresy  and  wanton  unbelief, 
where  not  only  Christ's  Divinity  was  made 
blasphemous  mock  of,  but  where  even  God's 
existence  was  itself  called  in  question  .  .  and  as 
for  angels  / .  .  .  .  a  sort  of  shock  ran  through  his 
nerves  as  he  reflected,  that  though  preachers 
preached  concerning  these  supernatural  beings, 
— though  the  very  birth  of  Christ  rested  on 
Angels'  testimony, — though  poets  wrote  of 
them,  and  painters  strove  to  delineate  them  on 
their  most  famous  canvases,  each  and  all  thus 
practically  demonst7'atmg  the  seci^et  instinctive 
intuition  of  Humanity  that  such  celestial  Forms 
are, — yet  it  was  most  absolutely  certain  that 
not   a   man   in  the  prosaic  nineteenth  century, 
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would,  if  asked,  admit  to  any  actual  belief  in 
their  existence  !  Inconsistent  ? . .  yes  ! — but  are 
not  men  more  inconsistent  than  the  very  beasts 
of  the  field  their  tyranny  controls  ?  What,  as 
a  rule,  do  men  believe  in  ?  .  . .  Themselves  ! .  . 
only  themselves  !  They  are,  in  their  own 
opinion  the  Be  -  All  and  the  End  -  All  of 
everything  ! . .  as  if  the  Supreme  Creative  Force 
called  God,  were  incapable  of  designing  any 
Higher  Form  of  Thinking-Life  than  their 
pigmy  bodies  which  strut  on  two  legs,  and  with 
two  eyes  and  a  small  quickly-staggered  brain, 
profess  to  understand  and  weigh  the  whole 
foundation  and  plan  of  the  Universe  ! 

Growing  swiftly  conscious  of  all  that  in  the 
Purgatory  of  the  Present,  awaited  him,  Theos 
felt  as  though  the  earth-chasm  that  had  swal- 
lowed up  Al-Kyris  in  his  dream,  had  opened 
again  before  him,  affrighting  him  with  its  black 
depth  of  nothingness  and  annihilation, — and  in 
a  sudden  agony  of  self-distrust,  he  gazed 
yearningly  at  the  fair,  wistful  face  above  him,  .  . 
the  divine  beauty  that  was  his  after  all,  if  he 
only  knew  how  to  claim  it ! — Something,  he 
knew  not  what,  filled  him  with  a  fiery  restless- 
ness,— a  passion  of  protest  and  aspiration, 
which  for  a  moment  was  so  strong  that  it 
seemed  to  him  he  must,  with  one  fierce  effort, 
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wrench  himself  free  from  the  trammels  of 
mortality,  and  straightway  take  upon  him  the 
majesty  of  immortal  nature,  and  so  bear  his 
Angel-love  company  whithersoever  she  went ! 
Never  had  the  fetters  of  flesh  weighed  upon 
him  with  such  heaviness  ! .  .  but  in  spite  of  his 
feverish  longing  to  escape,  some  authoritative 
yet  gentle  Force  held  him  prisoner. 

"  God  !  "  he  muttered  .  .  "  Why  am  I  thus 
bound  ? — why  can  I  not  be  free  ?  " 

**  Because  thy  time  for  freedom  has  not 
come ! "  said  Edris,  quickly  answering  his 
thought.  .  "  Because  thou  hast  work  to  do  that 
is  not  yet  done  !  Thy  poet-labours  have,  up 
till  now,  been  merely  repetition,  .  .  .  the  repeti- 
tion of  thy  Former  Self,  . .  Go  !  the  tired  world 
waits  for  a  new  Gospel  of  Poesy,  .  .  a  new  song 
that  shall  rouse  it  from  its  apathy,  and  bring  it 
closer  unto  God  and  all  things  high  and  fair  ! 
Write ! — for  the  nations  wait  for  a  trumpet- 
voice  of  Truth  !  .  .  the  great  poets  are  dead, 
.  .  their  spirits  are  in  Heaven, .  .  and  there  is 
none  to  replace  them  on  the  Sorrowful  Star 
save  Thou  !  Not  for  Fame  do  thy  work — nor 
for  Wealth,  .  .  but  for  Love  and  the  Glory  of 
God  ! — for  Love  of  Humanity,  for  Love  of  the 
Beautiful,  the  Pure,  the  Holy  !  .  .  let  the  race 
of  men  hear  one  more  faithful  Apostle  of  the 
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Divine  Unseen,  ere  Earth  is  lost  in  the  wither- 
ing Hght  of  a  larger  Creation  !  Go  !  . .  perform 
thy  long-neglected  mission, — that  mission  of 
all  poets  worthy  the  name  .  .  to  raise  the 
ivorld !  Thou  shalt  not  lack  strength  nor 
fervour,  so  long  as  thou  dost  write  for  the 
benefit  of  others.  Serve  God  and  live ! — 
serve  Self  and  die  !  .  Such  is  the  Eternal  Law 
of  Spheres  Invisible,  .  .  .  the  less  thou  seest  of 
Self,  the  more  thou  seest  of  Heaven!  .  thrust 
Self  away,  and  lo !  God  invests  thee  with  His 
Presence  !  Go  forth  into  the  world,  .  a  King 
uncrowned,  .  .  a  Master  of  Song,  .  and  fear 
not  that  I,  Edris,  will  forsake  thee, — I,  who 
have  loved  thee  since  the  birth  of  Time  ! 

He  met  her  beautiful,  luminous,  inspired 
eyes,  with  a  sad  interrogativeness  in  his  own. 
What  a  hard  fate  was  meted  out  to  him !  . 
To  teach  the  world  that  scoffed  at  teaching  ! — 
to  rouse  the  gold-thirsting  mass  of  men  to  a 
new  sense  of  things  divine  1  O  vain  task ! — 
O  dreary  impossibility  !  .  .  Enough  surely,  to 
guide  his  own  Will  aright,  without  making  any 
attempt  to  guide  the  wills  of  others ! 

Her  mandate  seemed  to  him  almost  cruel, 
— it  was  like  driving  him  into  a  howling  wil- 
derness, when  with  one  touch,  one  kiss,  she 
might   transport    him    into    Paradise  !      If  she 
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were  in  the  world,  .  if  she  were  always  with 
him  .  .  ah  !  then  how  different,  how  easy  life 
would  be  !  Again  he  thought  of  those  strange 
entrancing  words  of  hers  .  .  ''  My  other  soul, 
.  .  my  king  .  .  my  immortality's  completion  ! " — 
and  a  sudden  wild  idea  took  swift  possession 
of  his  brain. 

*'  Edris !  "  he  cried  .  .  *'  If  I  may  not  yet 
come  to  thee,  then  come  tJioit  to  me ! .  .  Dwell 
thou  with  me  !  .  .  O  by  the  force  of  my  love, 
which  God  knoweth,  let  me  draw  thee,  thou 
fair  Light,  into  my  heart's  gloom  !  Hear  me 
while  I  swear  my  faith  to  thee  as  at  some 
holy  shrine !  ....  As  I  live,  with  all  my  soul  I 
do  accept  thy  Master  Christ,  as  mine  utmost 
good,  and  His  Cross  as  my  proudest  glory  !  .  . 
but  yet,  bethink  thee  Edris,  bethink  thee  of 
this  world, — its  wilful  sin,  its  scorn  of  God, 
and  all  the  evil  that  like  a  spreading  thunder- 
cloud darkens  it  day  by  day !  O  wilt  thou 
leave  me  desolate  and  alone  ?  .  .  .  Fight  as  I 
will,  I  shall  often  sink  under  blows,  .  .  conquer 
as  I  may  I  shall  suffer  the  solitude  of  conquest, 
unless  thoit  art  with  me  !  O  speak  ! — is  there 
no  deeper  divine  intention  in  the  marvellous 
destiny  that  has  brought  us  together  ? — thou, 
pure  Spirit,  and  I,  weak  Mortal  1  Has  love, 
the    primal    mover  of  all  things  no  hold  upon 
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thee  ?. .  If  I  am,  as  thou  sayest,  thy  Beloved, 
loved  by  thee  so  long,  even  while  forgetful  of 
and  unworthy  of  thy  love,  can  I  not  now, — now 
when  I  am  all  thine, — persuade  thee  to  compas- 
sionate the  rest  of  my  brief  life  on  earth  ?  .  . 
Thou  art  in  woman's  shape,  here  on  this  Field 
of  Ardath, — and  yet  thou  art  not  woman !  O 
could  my  love  constrain  thee  in  God's  Name, 
to  wear  the  mask  of  mortal  body  for  my  sake, 
would  not  our  union  even  now,  make  the 
Sorrowful  Star  seem  fair  ? .  .  Love,  love,  love  ! 
Come  to  mine  aid,  and  teach  me  how  to  shut 
the  wings  of  this  sweet  bird  of  paradise  in  mine 
own  breast  !  .  .  .  God  !  Spare  her  to  me  for  one 
of  Thy  swift  moments  which  are  our  mortal 
years !  .  .  Christ,  who  became  a  mere  child  for 
pity  of  us,  let  me  learn  from  Thee  the  mystic 
spell  that  makes  Thine  angel  mine  !  " 

Carried  away  by  his  own  forceful  emotion 
he  hardly  knew  what  he  said,  .  .  but  an  un- 
speakable dizzy  joy  flooded  his  soul,  as  he 
caught  the  look  she  gave  him  !  .  .  a  wild,  sweet, 
amazed,  half-tender,  half-agonized,  wholly  hu7na7i 
look,  suggestive  of  the  most  marvellous  pos- 
sibilities !  One  effort  and  she  released  her 
hand  from  his,  and  moved  a  little  apart,  her 
eyes  kindling  with  celestial  sympathy  in  which 
there  was  the   very  faintest    touch  of  self-sur- 
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render.  Self-surrender  ?  .  what  !  from  an 
Angel  to  a  mortal  ?  .  .  Ah  no !  .  it  could  not 
be, — yet  he  felt  filled  all  at  once  with  a  terrible 
sense  of  power  that  at  the  same  time  was  mingled 
with  the  deepest  humility  and  fear. 

"  Hush  !  " — she  said,  and  her  lovely  low  voice 
was  tremulous, — "  Hush! — Thou  dost  speak  as 
if  we  were  already  in  God's  World  !  I  love 
thee,  Theos  !  .  and  truly,  because  thou  art 
prisoned  here,  I  love  the  sad  Earth  also  !  .  . 
but  dost  thou  think  to  what  thou  wouldst  so 
eagerly  persuade  me  ?  To  live  a  mortal  life  ?  . . 
to  die  ?  .  .  to  pass  through  the  darkest  phase 
of  world-existence  known  in  all  the  teeming 
spheres  ?  Nay  ! "  .  .  and  a  look  of  pathetic 
sorrow  came  over  her  face  .  .  "  How  could  I, 
even  for  thee,  my  Theos,  forsake  my  home  in 
Heaven  ?  " 

Her  last  words  were  half  questioning,  half 
hesitating, .  .  her  manner  was  as  of  one  in 
doubt  .  .  and  Theos  kneeling  still,  surveyed  her 
in  worshipping  silence.  Then  he  suddenly 
remembered  what  the  Monk  and  Mystic, 
Heliobas,  had  said  to  him  at  Dariel  on  the 
morning  after  his  trance  of  soul-liberty  :  .  .  ''  If, 
as  I  conjecture,  you  have  seen  one  of  the  fair 
inhabitants  of  higher  spheres  than  ours,  you 
would  not  drag  her  spiritual  and  death-uncon- 
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sclous  brightness  down  to  the  level  of  the 
'  reality '  of  a  merely  human  life  ?  .  .  Nay,  if  you 
would  you  could  not !  "  And  now,  strange 
to  say,  he  felt  that  he  could,  but  would  not ; 
and  he  was  overcome  with  remorse  and  peni- 
tence for  the  egotistical  nature  of  his  own 
appeal. 

"  My  love — my  life  !  "  he  said  brokenly, — 
*'  Forgive  me, — forgive  my  selfish  prayer  !  . 
Self  spoke, — not  I,  .  .  yet  I  had  thought  Self 
dead,  and  buried  for  ever !  "  A  faint  sigh 
escaped  him  ...  ''  Believe  me  Sweet,  I  would 
not  have  thee  lose  one  hour  of  Heaven's 
ecstasies,  . .  I  would  not  have  thee  saddened  by 
Earth's  wilful  miseries,  ...  no !  not  even  for 
that  lightning-moment  which  numbers  up  man's 
mortal  days  !  Speed  back  to  Angel-land  my 
Edris ! — I  will  love  thee  till  I  die,  and  leave 
the  Afterwards  to  Christ.  Be  glad  thou  fairest, 
dearest  One ! .  unfurl  thy  rainbow  wings  and  fly 
from  me  !  .  .  and  wander  singing  through  the 
groves  of  Heaven,  making  all  Heaven  musical, . . 
perchance  in  the  silence  of  the  night  I  may 
catch  the  echo  of  thy  voice  and  fancy  thou  art 
near  !  And  trust  me  Edris  !  .  trust  me  !  .  .  for 
my  faith  shall  not  falter,  .  .  .  my  hope  shall  not 
waver,  .  .  .  and  though  in  the  world  I  may,  I 
mtist  have  tribulation,  yet  will  I  believe  in  Him 
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who     hath    by     simple    love,    overcome     the 
world  ! " 

He  ceased,  .  .  a  great  quiet  seemed  to  fall 
upon  him,  .  the  quiet  of  a  deep  and  passive 
resignation. 

Edris  drew  nearer  to  him, — timidly  as  a  shy 
bird,  yet  with  a  wonderful  smile  quivering 
on  her  lips,  and  in  the  clear  depths  of  her 
starry  eyes.  Very  gently  she  placed  her  arms 
about  his  neck,  and  looked  down  at  him  with 
divinely  compassionate  tenderness. 

"  Thou  beloved  one  ! "  she  said,  "  Thou 
whose  spirit  was  formerly  equal  to  mine,  and 
to  all  angels,  in  God's  sight,  though  through 
pride  it  fell  !  Learn  that  thou  art  nearer  to  me 
now  than  thou  hast  been  for  a  myriad  ages  ! .  . 
between  us  are  renewed  the  strong  sweet  ties 
that  shall  nevermore  be  broken,  unless.  . ."  and 
her  voice  faltered, — ''  Unless  thou  of  thine  own 
Free  Will,  break  them  again  in  spite  of  all  my 
prayers  !  For,  because  thou  art  immortal  even 
as  I,  though  thou  art  pent  up  in  mortality,  even 
so  must  thy  Will  remain  immortally  unfettered, 
and  what  thou  dost  firmly  elect  to  do.  God  will 
not  prevent.  The  Dream  of  thy  Past  was  a 
lesson,  not  a  command, — thou  art  free  to  forget 
or  remember  it  as  thou  wilt  while  on  earth, 
since  it  is    only  after    Death  that    Memory  is 
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ineffaceable,  and  with  its  companion  Remorse, 
constitutes  Hell.  Obey  God,  or  disobey  Him  ; 
— He  will  not  force  thee  either  way,  .  .  con- 
strained love  hath  no  value !  Only  this  is  the 
Universal  Law, — that  whosoever  disobeys,  his 
disobedience  recoils  on  his  own  head  as  of 
Necessity  it  must ; — whereas  obedience  is  the 
working  in  perfect  harmony  with  all  Nature,  and 
of  equal  Necessity  brings  its  own  reward.  Cling 
to  the  Cross  for  one  moment .  .  the  moment 
called  by  mortals,  Life,  .  . .  and  it  shall  lift  thee 
straightway  into  highest  Heaven!  There  will 
I  wait  for  thee, — and  there  thou  shalt  make  me 
thine  own  for  ever  !  " 

He  sighed  and  gazed  at  her  wistfully. 

*'Alas,  my  Edris  !  .  .  Not  till  then?"  he 
murmured. 

She  bent  over  him  and  kissed  his  forehead, — 
a  caress  as  brief  and  light  as  the  passing  flutter 
of  a  bird's  wing. 

"  Not  till  then  !  " — she  whispered — "  Unless 
the  longing  of  thy  love  compels !  " 

He  started.  What  did  she  mean?..  His 
eyes  flashed  eager  enquiry  into  hers,  so  soft  and 
brilliantly  clear,  with  the  light  of  an  eternal 
peace  dwelling  in  their  liquid,  mysterious  love- 
liness,— and  meeting  his  questioning  look,  the 
angelic  smile  brightened  more  gloriously  round 
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her  lips.  But  there  was  now  something  alto- 
gether unearthly  in  her  beauty,  ...  a  wondrous 
inward  luminousness  began  to  transfigure  her 
face  and  form,  .  .  he  saw  her  garments  whiten  to 
a  sparkling  radiance  as  of  sunbeams  on  snow,  .  . 
the  halo  round  her  bright  hair  deepened  into 
flame -like  glory — her  stature  grew  loftier,  and 
became  as  it  were  endowed  with  supreme  and 
splendid  majesty,  . .  and  the  exquisite  fairness  of 
her  countenance  waxed  warmly  transparent,  with 
the  delicate  hue  of  a  white  rose,  through  which 
the  pink  colour  faintly  flushes  soft  suggestions 
of  ruddier  life.  His  gaze  dwelt  upon  her  in 
unspeakable  wondenng  adoration,  mingled  with 
a  sense  of  irrepressible  sorrow  and  heaviness 
of  heart,  ...  he  felt  she  was  about  to  leave  him, 
.  .  and  was  it  not  a  parting  of  soul  from  soul  ? 

Just  then  the  Sun  stepped  royally  forth  from 
between  the  red  and  gold  curtains  of  the  east, — 
and  in  that  blaze  of  earth's  life-radiance  her 
figure  became  resplendently  invested  with  vivid 
rays  of  roseate  lustre  that  far  surpassed  the 
amber  shining  of  the  Orb  of  day !  Awed, 
dazzled  and  utterly  overcome,  he  yet  strove  to 
keep  his  straining  eyes  steadily  upon  her, — con- 
scious that  her  smile  still  blessed  him  with  its 
tenderness,  ...  he  made  a  wild  effort  to  drag 
himself  nearer  to  her, .  .  to  touch  once  more  the 
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glittering  edge  of  her  robe,  .  .  to  detain  her  one 
Httle  Httle  moment  longer !  Ah  !  how  wist- 
fully, how  fondly  she  looked  upon  him  ! .  .  Almost 
it  seemed  as   if  she  mi^ht  after  all  consent  to 

stay  ! He  stretched   out  his  arms  with   a 

pathetic  gesture  of  love,  fear,  and  soul-passion- 
ate supplication. 

"  Edris  ! . . .  Edris  !  "  .  .  he  cried  half  despair- 
ingly. "  O  by  the  strength  of  thine  Angel- 
hood have  pity  on  the  weakness  of  my 
Manhood  !  " 

Surely  she  heard,  or  seemed  to  hear ! .  . 
and  yet  she  gave  no  answer  ! .  .  No  sign  ! .  . . 
no  promise  ! — no  gesture  of  farewell ! .  .  .  only 
a  look  of  divine,  compassionating,  perfect  love, 
.  .  a  look  so  pure,  so  penetrating,  so  true,  so 
rapturous,  that  flesh  and  blood  could  bear  the 
glory  of  her  transfigured  Presence  no  longer,  . 
and  blind  with  the  burning  effulgence  of  her. 
beauty,  he  shut  his  eyes  and  covered  his  face.  He 
knew  now,  if  he  had  never  known  it  before,  what 
was  meant  by  ''an  Angel  standing  in  the  S7in  !  ^^  ^ 
Moreover  he  also  knew  that  what  Humanity 
calls  ''  miracles "  are  possible,  and  do  happen, 
— and  that  instead  of  beinof  violations  of  the 
Law  of  Nature  as  we  understand  it,  they  are 
but  confirmations  of  that  Law  in  its  deeper 
^  Revelation  chap.  xix.  v.  17. 
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depths, — depths,  which  controlled  by  Spiritual 
Force  alone,  have  not  as  yet  been  sounded  by 
the  most  searching  scientists.  And  what  is 
Material  Force,  but  the  visible  manifestation  of 
the  Spiritual  behind  it  ? .  .  .  He  who  accepts  the 
Material  and  denies  the  Spiritual,  is  in  the 
untenable  position  of  one  who  admits  an  Effect 
and  denied  a  Cause  !  And  if  both  Spiritual  and 
Material  be  accepted,  then  how  can  we  reason- 
ably dare  to  set  a  limit  to  the  manifestations  of 

either  the  one  or  the  other  ? 

***** 

y^  y^  y^  v^ 

*  *  ^  *  * 

When  he  at  last  looked  up,  Edris  had  van- 
ished !  He  was  alone,  .  .  alone  on  the  Field  of 
Ardath,  .  .  .  the  field  that  was  "  barren  "  in  very 
truth,  now  she,  his  Angel,  had  been  drawn 
away,  as  it  seemed,  into  the  sunlight, . . 
absorbed  like  a  paradise-pearl  into  those  rays 
of  life-giving  gold  that  lit  and  warmed  the 
reddening  earth  and  heaven  ! 

Slowly  and  dizzily,  he  rose  to  his  feet,  and 
gazed  about  him  in  vague  bewilderment.  He 
had  passed  one  night  on  the  field  !  One  night 
only  ! .  .  and  he  felt  as  though  he  had  lived 
through  years  of  experience  !  Now,  the  Vision 
was  ended,  .  .  Edris,  the  Reality,  had  fled,  .  . 
and  the  World  was  before  him,  .  .  the   World, 
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with  all  the  unsatisfying  things  it  grudgingly 
offers,  . .  the  World  in  which  Al-Kyris  had  been 
a  "  City  Magnificent  "  in  the  centuries  gone, — 
and  in  which  he  too,  had  played  his  part  before, 
and  had  won  fame,  to  be  forgotten  as  soon  as 
dead !  Fame  !  .  .  how  he  had  longed  and 
thirsted  for  it ! .  .  and  what  a  foolish,  undesir- 
able distinction  it  seemed  to  him  now ! 

Steadying  his  thoughts  by  a  few  moments 
of  calm  reflection,  he  remembered  what  he  had 
in  charge  to  do,  .  .  to  redeem  his  Past.  To  use 
and  expend  whatever  force  was  in  him  for  the 
good,  the  help,  the  consolement,  and  the  love  of 
others,  . .  .  not  to  benefit  himself !  This  was  his 
task,  .  .  and  the  very  comprehension  of  it  gave 
him  a  rush  of  vigour  and  virile  energy  that  at 
once  lifted  the  cloud  of  love-loneliness  from  his 
soul. 

''My  Edris  !  "  he  whispered  .."  Thou  shalt 
have  no  cause  to  weep  for  me  in  Heaven 
again  ! .  .  with  God's  help  I  will  win  back  my 
lost  heritage ! " 

As  he  spoke  the  words,  his  eyes  caught  a 
glimpse  of  something  white  on  the  turf  where, 
but  a  moment  since,  his  Angel-love  had  stood, — 
he  stooped  towards  it, .  .  it  was  one  half-opened 
bud  of  the  wonderful  "  Ardath  flowers"  that 
had  covered  the  field  in  such  singular  profusion 
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on  the  previous  night  when  she  first  appeared. 
One  only  !  .  .  might  he  not  gather  it  ? 

He  hesitated, .  .  then  very  gently  and  rever- 
ently broke  it  off,  and  tenderly  bore  it  to  his 
lips.  What  a  beautiful  blossom  it  was  ! .  .  its 
fragrance  was  unlike  that  of  any  other  flower, — 
its  whiteness  was  more  pure  and  soft  than  that 
of  the  rarest  edelweiss  on  Alpine  snows,  and  its 
partially  disclosed  golden  centre  had  an  almost 
luminous  brightness.  As  he  held  it  in  his  hand, 
all  sorts  of  vague  delicious  thoughts  came 
sweeping  across  his  brain,  .  .  .  thoughts  that 
seemed  to  set  themselves  to  music  wild  and 
strange  and  7tew  and  suggestive  of  the  sweetest, 
noblest  influences !  A  thrill  of  expectation 
stirred  in  him,  as  of  great  and  good  things  to  be 
done,  .  grand  changes  to  be  wrought  in  the 
complex  web  of  human  destiny,  brought  about 
by  the  quickening  and  development  of  a  pure, 
unselfish,  spiritual  force,  that  might  with  saving 
benefit  flow  into  the  perplexed  and  weary- 
intelligence  of  man  ; . .  .  and  cheered,  invigo- 
rated and  conscious  of  a  circling,  widening, 
ever-present  Supreme  Power  that  with  all- 
surrounding  love  was  ever  on  the  side  of  work 
done  for  love's  sake,  he  gently  shut  the  flower 
within  his  breast,  resolving  to  carry  it  with  him 
wheresoever  he  went  as  a  token  and  proof  of 
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the    "  signs    and    wonders "    of    the    Prophet's 
Field. 

And  now  he  prepared  to  quit  the  scene  of 
his  mystic  Vision,  in  which  he  had  followed 
with  prescient  pain  the  brief  bright  career,  the 
useless  fame,  the  evil  love-passion,  and  final 
fate  of  his  Former  Self, — and  crossing  the  field 
with  lingering  tread,  he  looked  back  many 
times  to  the  fallen  block  of  stone  where  he 
had  sat  when  he  had  first  perceived  God,s 
maiden  Edris,  stepping  softly  through  the 
bloom.  When  should  he  again  meet  her  ? 
Alas  !  .  not  till  Death,  the  beautiful  and  benefi- 
cent Herald  of  true  Liberty,  summoned  him  to 
those  lofty  heights  of  Paradise  where  she  had 
habitation.  Not  till  then,  unless,  ....  unless, 
.  .  .  and  his  heart  beat  with  a  sudden  tumult  as 
he  recollected  her  last  words,  .  *'  unless  the 
longing  of  thy  love  compels  /  " 

Could  love  co7npel  her,  he  wondered,  to  come 
to  him  once  more  while  yet  he  lived  on  earth  ? 
Perhaps !  .  .  and  yet  if  he  indeed  had  such 
power  of  love,  would  it  be  generous  or 
just  to  exert  it  ?  No  !  .  .  for  to  draw  her 
down  from  Heaven  to  Earth  seemed  to  him 
now  a  sort  of  sacrilege, — dearer  to  him  was 
her  joy  than  his  own  !  But  suppose  the 
possibility   of    her    being    actually    happy  with 
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him  in  mortal  existence,  .  .  .  suppose  that  Love, 
when  absolutely  pure,  unselfishly  mutual,  help- 
ful and  steadfast,  had  it  in  its  gift  to  make  even 
the  Sorrowful  Star  a  Heaven  in  miniature, 
what  then  ? 

He  would  not  trust  himself  to  think  of  this ! 
.  .  .  .  the  mere  shadowy  suggestion  of  such 
supreme  delight  filled  him  with  a  strong  passion 
of  yearning,  to  which  in  his  accepted  creed  of 
Self-abnegation  he  dared  not  yield !  Firmly 
restraining,  resisting  and  renouncing  his  own 
desires,  he  mentally  raised  a  holy  shrine  for  her 
in  his  soul,  .  .  a  shrine  of  pure  faith,  warm  with 
eternal  aspirations  and  bright  with  truth,  where- 
in he  hallowed  the  memory  of  her  beauty  with 
a  sense  of  devout  lover-like  gladness.  She 
was  safe,  .  .  she  was  content,  .  .  she  blossomed 
flower-like  in  the  highest  Gardens  of  God 
where  all  things  fared  well  ; — enough  for  him 
to  worship  her  at  a  distance,  .  .  to  keep  the 
clear  reflection  of  her  loveliness  in  his  mind,  .  . 
and  to  live,  so  that  he  might  deserve  to  follow 
and  find  her  when  his  work  on  earth  was  done. 
Moreover  Heaven  to  him  was  no  longer  a 
vague  mythical  realm,  ill-defined  by  the  prosy 
descriptions  of  church-preachers, — it  was  an 
actual  World  to  which  he  was  linked, —  in 
which  he  had  possessions,  of  which  he  was  a 

95 


ARDATH. 

native,  and  for  the  perpetuation  and   enlarge- 
ment of  whose  splendour  all  worlds  existed  ! 

Arrived  at  the  boundary  of  the  field,  the  spot 
marked  by  the  broken  half-burled  pillar  of  red 
granite  Hellobas  had  mentioned,  he  paused, — 
thinking  dreamily  of  the  words  of  Esdras, 
who  In  answer  to  his  Angel-vlsltant's  enquiry — 
**  Why  art  thou  so  disquieted?^'  had  replied — 
''  Becatise  thou  hast  forsaken  7ne,  and  yet  I  did 
according  to  thy  words,  and  I  zuent  into  the 
field  and  lo  !  I  have  seen  a^id  yet  see,  that  I 
am  not  able  to  express!'  Whereupon  the  Angel 
had  said,  "  Stand  tip  manfully  and  I  wilt 
advise  thee  I " 

"  Stand  up  manfully  I "  Yes  !  .  .  this  Is  what 
he,  Theos  Alwyn,  meant  to  do.  He  would 
''stand  up  manfully  "  against  the  howling  Icono- 
clasm  and  atheism  of  the  Age  ; — he  would  be 
Poet  henceforth  In  the  true  meaning  of  the 
word,  namely  Maker,  .  .  he  would  make,  not 
break  the  grand  Ideal  hopes  and  heaven  climb- 
ing ambitions  of  Humanity  !  ....  he  would  en- 
deavour his  utmost  best  to  be  that  "  Hierarch 
and  Pontiff  of  the  world  " — as  a  modern  rugged 
Apostle  of  Truth  has  nobly  said, — "  who 
Prometheus-like  can  shape  new  Symbols  and 
bring  new  fire  from  heaven  to  fix  them  into  the 
deep  infinite  faculties  of  Man." 
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With  a  brief  silent  prayer,  he  turned  away  at 
last,  and  walked  slowly  in  the  lovely  silence  of 
the  early  Eastern  morning,  back  to  the  place 
from  whence  he  had  last  night  wandered, — the 
Hermitage  of  Elzear,  near  the  Ruins  of  Babylon. 
He  soon  came  in  sight  of  it,  and  also  perceived 
Elzear  himself,  stooping  over  a  small  plot  of 
ground  in  front  of  his  dwelling,  apparently 
gathering  herbs.  When  he  approached,  the  old 
man  looked  up  and  smiled,  giving  him  a  silent, 
expressively -courteous  morning  greeting, — by 
his  manner  it  was  evident  that  he  thought  his 
guest  had  merely  been  out  for  an  early  stroll  ere 
the  heat  of  the  day  set  in.  And  yet  Al-Kyris  ! .  . 
How  real  had  seemed  that  dream-existence  in 
that  dream-city  !  The  figure  of  Elzear  looked 
scarcely  more  substantial  than  the  phantom- 
forms  of  Sah-luma,  Zephoranim,  Khosrul,  Zuriel, 
or  Zabastes, — while  Lysia's  exquisite  face  and 
seductive  form,  Niphrata's  pensive  beauty,  and 
all  the  local  characteristics  of  the  place,  were 
stamped  on  the  dreamer's  memory  as  faithfully 
as  scenes  flashed  by  the  sun  on  the  plates  of 
photography  !  True,  the  pictures  were  perhaps 
now  slightly  fading  into  the  similitude  of  pale 
negatives,  .  .  but  still,  would  not  everything  that 
happened  in  the  actual  world,  merge  into  that 
same  undecided  dimness  with  the  lapse  of  time  ? 
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He  thought  so,  .  and  smiled  at  the  thought,  .  .  . 
the  transitory  nature  of  earthly  things  was  a 
subject  for  joy  to  him  now, — not  regret.  With 
a  kindly  word  or  two  to  his  venerable  host,  he 
went  through  the  open  door  of  the  Hermitage, 
and  entered  the  little  room  he  had  left  only  a 
few  hours  previously.  It  appeared  to  him  as 
familiar  and  ^//^familiar  as  AhKyris  itself!  .  .  . 
till  raising  his  eyes  he  saw  the  great  Crucifix 
against  the  wall, — the  sacred  Symbol  whose 
meaning  he  had  forgotten  and  hopelessly 
longed  for  in  his  Dream, — and  from  which, 
before  his  visit  to  the  field  of  Ardath,  he  had 
turned  with  a  sense  of  bitter  scorn  and  proud 
rejection.  But  now  I .  .  Now  he  gazed  upon 
it  in  unspeakable  remorse, — in  tenderest  desire 
to  atone,  .  .  .  the  sweet,  grave,  patient  Eyes 
of  the  holy  Figure  seemed  to  meet  his  with 
a  wondrous  challenge  of  love,  longing,  and 
most  fraternal,  sympathetic  comprehension  of 
his  nature,  ...  he  paused,  looking,  ....  and 
the  pre-eminently  false  words  of  George  Herbert 
suddenly  occurred  to  him  "T/iy  Saviour  sentenced 
joy  !  "  O  blasphemy  !  .  .  Sentenced ]oy  ?  Nay  ! 
— rather  re-created  it,  and  invested  it  with 
divine  certainties,  beyond  all  temporal  change 
or  evanishment !  .  .  .  Yielding  to  a  swift  impulse, 
he  threw  himself  on  his  knees,  and  with  clasped 
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hands,  leaned  his  brows  against  the  feet  of  the 
sculptured  Christ.  There  he  rested  in  wordless 
peace, — his  whole  soul  entranced  in  a  divine 
passion  of  faith,  hope,  and  love  .  .  .  there  with 
the  *' Ardath  flower"  in  his  breast,  he  con- 
secrated his  life  to  the  Highest  Good, — and 
there  in  absolute  humility,  and  pure,  child-like 
devotion,   he  crucified  Self  for  ever  ! 
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POET    AND    ANGEL. 

■'  O  Golden  Hair  !  .  .  O  Gladfiess  of  an  Hour 

Made  flesh  ajid  blood  !  " 

****** 
"  Who  speaks  of  glory  and  the  force  of  love 
A?id  thou  not  near,  my  maiden-minded  dove  ! 
With  all  the  coymess,  all  the  beauty  sheeji 
Of  thy  rapt  face  ?     A  fearless  virgin-queen, 
A  queen  of  peace  ai't  thou, — and  on  thy  head 
The  golden  light  of  all  thy  hair  is  shed 

Afost  ?tiffibus-like,  and  most  suggestii^e  too 
Of  youthful  saints  enshrined  and  garlanded. 

*  -^  #  *  3f 

Our  thoughts  are  free, — afid  mi?ie  have  found  at  last 
Their  apt  solutio?i  ;  a7id  from  out  the  Past 
There  seems  to  shine  as  'tzvere  a  beacofi-fire  : 
And  all  the  la?id  is  lit  luith  large  desire 
Of  la mbe?it  glory  ;  all  the  quiver i?ig  sea 
Is  big  with  waves  that  wait  the  Morn^s  decree 
As  I,  thy  vassal,  wait  thy  beckoning  smile 
Athwart  the  splendours  of  my  dreams  of  thee!  " 

"^  Lover's  Litanies^ — Eric  Mackay 
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It  was  a  dismal  March  evening.  London 
lay  swathed  in  a  melancholy  fog, — a  fog  too 
dense  to  be  more  than  temporarily  disturbed 
even  by  the  sudden  gusts  of  the  bitter  east 
wind.  Rain  fell  steadily,  sometimes  changing 
to  sleet,  that  drove  in  sharp  showers  on  the 
slippery  roads  and  pavements,  bewildering  the 
tired  horses,  and  stirring  up  much  irritation 
in  the  minds  of  those  ill-fated  foot-passengers 
whom  business,  certainly  not  pleasure,  forced 
to  encounter  the  inconveniences  of  the  weather. 
Against  one  house  in  particular, — an  old- 
fashioned  irregular  building  situated  in  a  some- 
what out-of-the-way  but  picturesque  part  of 
Kensington,  the  cold  wet  blast  blew  with 
specially  keen  ferocity,  as  though  it  were 
angered    by    the    sounds    within, — sounds    that 
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in  truth  rather  resembled  its  own  cross  groaning". 
Curious  short  grunts  and  plaintive  cries,  in- 
terspersed with  an  occasional  pathetic  long- 
drawn  whine,  suggested  dimly  the  idea  that 
somebody  was  playing,  or  trying  to  play,  on  a 
refractory  stringed  instrument,  the  well-worn 
composition  known  as  Raff's  '  Cavatina '.  And, 
in  fact,  had  the  vexed  wind  been  able  to  break 
through  the  wall  and  embody  itself  into  a  sub- 
stantial being,  it  would  have  discovered  the 
producer  of  the  half  fierce,  half  mournful  noise, 
in  the  person  of  the  Honourable  Frank  Villiers, 
who,  with  that  amazingly  serious  ardour  so  often 
displayed  by  amateur  lovers  of  music,  was 
persistently  endeavouring  to  combat  the  diffi- 
culties of  the  violoncello.  He  adored  his  big 
instrument, — the  more  unmanageable  it  became 
in  his  hands,  the  more  he  loved  it.  Its  grum- 
bling complaints  at  his  unskilful  touch  delighted 
him, — when  he  could  succeed  in  awakening  a 
peevish  dull  sob  from  its  troubled  depths,  he 
felt  a  positive  thrill  of  almost  professional 
triumph, — and  he  refused  to  be  daunted  in  his 
efforts  by  the  frequently  barbaric  clamour  his 
awkward  bowing  wrung  from  the  tortured 
strings.  He  tried  every  sort  of  music,  easy  and 
intricate — and  his  happiest  hours  were  those 
when  with   glass   in  eye  and  brow   knitted   in 
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anxious  scrutiny,  he  could  peer  his  way  through 
the  labyrinth  of  a  sonata  or  fantasia  much  too 
complex  for  any  one  but  a  trained  artist,  en- 
joying to  the  full  the  mental  excitement  of  the 
discordant  struggle,  and  comfortably  conscious 
that  as  his  residence  was  "  detached,"  no  ob- 
trusive nelo^hbour  could  either  warn  him  to 
desist,  or  set  up  an  opposition-nuisance  next 
door  by  constant  practise  on  the  distressingly 
over-popular  piano.  One  thing  very  much  In 
his  favour  was,  that  he  never  manifested  any 
desire  to  perform  in  public.  No  one  had  ever 
heard  him  play,  . .  he  pursued  his  favorite 
amusement  in  solitude,  and  was  amply  satisfied, 
if  when  questioned  on  the  subject  of  music,  he 
could  find  an  opportunity  to  say  with  a 
conscious-modest  air  "  My  instrument  is  the 
'cello."  That  was  quite  enough  self-assertion 
for  him,  .  .  and  If  any  one  ever  urged  him  to 
display  his  talent,  he  would  elude  the  request 
with  such  charming  grace  and  diffidence,  that 
many  people  imagined  he  must  really  be  a  great 
musical  genius  who  only  lacked  the  necessary 
insolence  and  aplomb  to  make  that  genius 
known. 

The  'cello  apart,  Villlers  was  very  generally 
recognised  as  a  discerning  dilettante  in  most 
matters  artistic.      He  was  an  excellent  judge  of 
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literature,  painting  and  sculpture,  .  .  his  house 
though  small,  was  a  perfect  model  of  taste  in 
design  and  adornment,  .  .  he  knew  where  to 
pick  up  choice  bits  of  antique  furniture,  dainty- 
porcelain,  bronzes  and  wood-carvings,  while  in 
the  acquisition  of  rare  books  he  was  justly 
considered  a  notable  connoisseur.  His  delicate 
and  fastidious  instincts  were  displayed  in  the 
very  arrangement  of  his  numerous  volumes,  .  . 
none  were  placed  on  such  high  shelves  as  to  be 
out  of  hand-reach,  .  .  all  were  within  close  touch 
and  ready  to  command,  ranged  in  low  carved 
oak  cases  or  on  revolving  stands,  .  .  .  while  a 
few  particularly  rare  editions  and  first  folios 
were  shut  in  curious  little  side-niches  with  locked 
glass  doors,  somewhat  resembling  small  shrines 
such  as  are  used  for  the  reception  of  sacred 
relics.  The  apartment  he  called  his  "  den  " — 
where  he  now  sat  practising  the  *  Cavatina ' 
for  about  the  two  hundredth  time,  was  perhaps 
the  most  fascinating  nook  in  the  whole  house, 
inasmuch  as  it  contained  a  little  bit  of  every- 
thing, arranged  with  that  perfect  attention  to 
detail  which  makes  each  object  small  and  great 
appear  not  only  ornamental  but  positively 
necessary.  In  one  corner  a  quaint  old  jar  over- 
flowed with  the  brightness  of  fresh  yellow 
daffodils, — in  another  a  long,  tapering  Venetian 
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vase  held  feathery  clusters  of  African  grass  and 
fern,  .  .  here  the  medallion  of  a  Greek  philo- 
sopher or  Roman  emperor  gleamed  whitely 
against  the  sombrely-painted  wall, — there  a 
Rembrandt  portrait  flashed  out  from  the  semi- 
obscure  background  of  some  rich,  carefully- 
disposed  fold  of  drapery, — while  a  few  admir- 
able casts  from  the  antique  lit  up  the  deeper 
shadows  of  the  room,  such  as  the  immortally- 
youthful  head  of  the  Apollo  Belvedere,  the 
wisely  serene  countenance  of  the  Pallas 
Athene  that  Goethe  loved, — and  the  Cupid  of 
Praxiteles. 

Judging  from  his  outward  appearance  only, 
few  would  have  given  Villiers  credit  for  being 
the  man  of  penetrative  and  almost  classic 
refinement  he  really  was, — he  looked  far  more 
athletic  than  aesthetic.  Broad-shouldered  and 
deep-chested,  with  a  round  blunt  head  firmly 
set  on  a  full  strong  throat,  he  had  on  the  whole 
a  somewhat  obstinate  and  pugilistic  air  which 
totally  belied  his  nature.  His  features,  open 
and  ruddy,  were  without  being  handsome, 
decidedly  attractive — the  mouth  was  rather 
large  yet  good-tempered, — the  eyes  bright, 
blue  and  sparklingly  suggestive  of  a  native 
inborn  love  of  humour.  There  was  something 
fresh    and    piquant    in    the  very  expression    of 
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naive  bewilderment  with  which  he  now  adjusted 
his  eyeglass,  a  wholly  unnecessary  appendage, 
and  set  himself  strenuously  to  examine  anew 
the  chords  of  that  extraordinary  piece  of  music 
which  others  thought  so  easy  and  which  he 
found  so  puzzling,  .  .  he  could  manage  the 
simple  melody  fairly  well,  but  the  chords  ! 

"  They  are  the  very  devil  !  " .  .  he  murmured 
plaintively,  staring  at  the  score,  and  hitching 
up  his  unruly  instrument  more  securely  against 
his  knee,  .  .  '*  Perhaps  the  bow  wants  a  little 
rosin." 

This  was  one  of  his  minor  weaknesses, — he 
would  never  quite  admit  that  false  notes  were 
his  own  fault.  "  They  couldnt  be,  you  know^ !  " 
he  mildly  argued,  addressing  the  obtrusive  neck 
ot  the  'cello  which  had  a  curious  stubborn  way 
of  poking  itself  into  his  chin,  and  causing  him 
to  wonder  how  it  got  there,  .  .  surely  the  manner 
in  which  he  held  it  had  nothing  to  do  with  this 
awkward  occurrence !  "  I'm  not  such  a  fool 
as  not  to  understand  how  to  find  the  ricrht  notes 
after  all  my  practice !  There's  something 
wrong  with  the  strings, .  .  or  the  bridge  has 
gone  awry, .  .  or  "  and  this  was  his  last  resource 
— *'  the  bow  wants  more  rosin  !  " 

Thus  he  hugged  himself  in  deliciously  wilful 
ignorance  of  his   own  shortcomings,  and   shut 
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his  ears  to  the  whispered  reproaches  of  musical 
conscience.  Had  he  been  married,  his  wife 
would  no  doubt  have  lost  no  time  In  enllehten- 
Ing  him, .  .  she  would  have  told  him  he  was  a 
wretched  player,  that  his  scrapings  on  the  'cello 
w^ere  enough  to  drive  one  mad,  and  sundry 
other  assurances  of  the  perfectly  conjugal  type 
of  frankness, — but  as  It  chanced,  he  was  a  happy 
bachelor,  a  free  and  Independent  man  with  more 
than  sufficient  means  to  gratify  his  particular 
tastes  and  whims.  He  was  partner  In  a  steadily 
prosperous  banking  concern,  and  had  just  enough 
to  do  to  keep  him  pleasantly  and  profitably  oc- 
cupied. Asked  why  he  did  not  marry,  he  replied 
with  blunt  and  almost  brutal  honesty  that  he 
had  never  yet  met  a  woman  whose  conversation 
he  could  stand  for  more  than  an  hour. 

"  Silly  or  clever,"  he  said — "  they  are  all  pos- 
sessed of  the  same  Infinite  tedium.  Either  they 
say  nothing  or  they  say  everything, — they  are 
always  at  the  two  extremes,  and  announce 
themselves  as  dunces  or  blue-stockings.  One 
wants  the  just  medium, — the  dainty  commingling 
of  simplicity  and  wisdom  that  shall  yet  be  pure 
womanly, — and  this  Is  precisely  the  jewel  '  far 
above  rubies  '  that  one  cannot  find.  I've  given 
up  the  search  long  ago,  and  am  entirely  resigned 
to  my  lot.      I   like  women  very  well,  1   may  say 
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very  much,  as  friends,  but  to  take  one  on  chance 
as  a  comrade  for  Hfe  !  .  .  No,  thank  you  !  " 

Such  was  his  fixed  opinion  and  consequent 
rejection  of  matrimony, — and  for  the  rest,  he 
studied  art  and  hterature  and  became  an  autho- 
rity on  both,  so  much  so  that  on  one  occasion 
he  kept  a  goodly  number  of  people  away  from 
visiting  the  Royal  Academy  Exhibition,  he 
having  voted  it  a  "  disgrace  to  Art." 

''  English  artists  occupy  the  last  grade  in  the 
whole  School  of  Painting," — he  had  said  indig- 
nantly, with  that  decisive  manner  of  his  which 
somehow  or  other  carried  conviction,  .  .  "  The 
very  Dutch  surpass  them,  and  instead  of  trying 
to  raise  their  standard,  each  year  sees  them 
grovelling  in  lower  depths.  The  Academy  is 
becoming  a  mere  gallery  of  portraits,  painted  to 
please  the  caprices  of  vain  men  and  women,  at 
a  thousand  or  two  thousand  guineas  apiece  ; 
— ugly  portraits  too,  woodeny  portraits,  utterly 
uninteresting  portraits  of  prosaic  nobodies. 
Who  cares  to  see  'No.  154.  Mrs.  Flummery 
in  her  presentation-dress ' .  .  except  Mrs.  Flum- 
mery's own  particular  friends  ?  .  .  or  '  283.  Miss 
Smox,  eldest  daughter  of  Professor  A.  T. 
Smox,'  or  '  546.  Balnes  Bryce,  Esq. '  ?  .  .  . 
Who  is  Balnes  Bryce  ?  .  Nobody  ever  heard  of 
him  before.      He  may  be  a  retired  pork-butcher 
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for  all  any  one  knows !  Portraits,  even  of 
celebrities,  are  a  mistake.  Take  Algernon 
Charles  Swinburne  for  instance,  the  man  who 
when  left  to  himself,  writes  some  of  the 
grandest  lines  in  the  English  language, — he 
had  his  portrait  in  the  Academy,  and  every- 
body ran  away  from  it,  it  was  such  an  unutter- 
ably hideous  disappointment.  It  was  a  positive 
libel  of  course,  .  .  Swinburne  has  fine  eyes  and 
a  still  finer  brow,  but  instead  of  idealizing  the 
poet  in  him,  the  silly  artist  painted  him  as  if  he 
had  no  more  intellectual  distinction  than  a  bill- 
sticker  !  .  .  English  art !  .  pooh  !  .  .  don't  speak 
to  me  about  it  !  Go  to  Spain,  Italy,  Bavaria — 
see  what  they  can  do,  and  then  say  a  Miserere 
for  the  sins  of  the  R.A.'s  !  " 

Thus  he  would  talk,  and  his  criticisms  carried 
weight  with  a  tolerably  large  circle  of  influential 
and  wealthy  persons,  w^ho  when  they  called  upon 
him,  and  saw  the  perfection  of  his  house  and  the 
rarity  of  his  art-collections,  came  at  once  to  the 
conclusion  that  it  would  be  wise,  as  well  as 
advantageous  to  themselves,  to  consult  him 
before  purchasing  pictures,  books,  statues  or 
china, — so  that  he  occupied  the  powerful 
position  of  being  able  with  a  word  to  start 
an  artist's  reputation  or  depreciate  it,  as  he 
chose — ,a  distinction    he  had   not  desired,   and 
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which  was  often  a  source  of  trouble  to  him, 
because  there  were  so  few,  so  very  few,  whose 
work  he  felt  he  could  conscientiously  approve 
and  encourage.  He  was  eminently  good- 
natured  and  sympathetic, — he  would  not  give 
pain  to  others  without  being  infinitely  more 
pained  himself,  .  .  and  yet,  .  for  all  his  amiability, 
there  was  a  stubborn  Instinct  In  him  which 
forbade  him  to  promote  by  word  or  look,  the 
fatal  nineteenth-century  spread  of  mediocrity. 
Either  a  thing  must  be  truly  great  and  capable 
of  being  measured  by  the  highest  standards,  or 
for  him  it  had  no  value.  This  rule  he  carried 
out  In  all  branches  of  art, — except  his  own  'cello- 
playing.  That  was  not  great, — that  would 
never  be  great, — but  it  was  his  pet  pastime, — 
he  chose  it  in  preference  to  the  billiards,  betting 
and  bar-lounging  that  make  up  the  amusements 
of  the  majority  of  the  hopeful  manhood  of 
London, — and  as  has  already  been  said,  he 
never  inflicted  It  on  others. 

He  rubbed  the  rosin  now  thoughtfully  up 
and  down  his  bow,  and  glanced  at  the  quaint 
old  clock,  an  Importation  from  Nurnberg,  that 
ticked  solemnly  in  one  corner  near  the  deep 
bay-window,  across  which  the  heavy  olive- 
green  plush  curtains  were  drawn,  to  shut  out 
the  penetrating  chill  of  the  wind.      It  wanted 
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ten  minutes  to  nine.  He  had  given  orders  to 
his  man-servant  that  he  was  on  no  account  to 
be  disturbed  that  evening,  .  .  no  matter  what 
visitors  called  for  him,  none  were  to  be  ad- 
mitted. He  had  made  up  his  mind  to  have  a 
long  and  energetic  practice, — and  he  felt  a 
secret  satisfaction  as  he  heard  the  steady  patter 
of  the  rain  outside,  .  .  the  very  w^eather  favoured 
his  desire  for  solitude, — no  one  was  likely  to 
venture  forth  on  such  a  night. 

Still  gravely  rubbing  his  bow,  his  eyes 
travelled  from  the  clock  in  the  corner  to  a 
photograph  on  the  mantelshelf — the  photo- 
graph of  a  man's  face,  dark,  haughty,  beautiful, 
yet  repellent  in  its  beauty,  and  with  a  certain 
hard  sternness  in  its  outline  .  .  the  face  of 
Theos  Alwyn.  From  this  portrait  his  glance 
wandered  to  the  table  where,  amid  a  pictur- 
esque litter  of  books  and  papers,  lay  a  square, 
simply-bound  volume  with  an  ivory  leaf-cutter 
thrust  in  it  to  mark  the  place  where  the  reader 
left  off,  and  its  title  plainly  lettered  in  gold  at 
the  back  "  Nourhalma." 

''  I  wonder  where  he  is  !  "...  he  mused,  his 
thoughts  naturally  reverting  to  the  author  of 
the  book  .  .  *'  He  cannot  know  what  all  London 
knows,  or  surely  he  would  be  back  here  like 
a  shot!      It    is    six    months    ago  now  since   I 
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received  his  letter  and  that  Poem  in  manuscript 
from  Tifiis  in  Armenia, — and  not  another  line 
has  he  sent  to  tell  me  of  his  whereabouts  ! 
Curious  fellow  he  is  !  .  .  but  by  Jove  !  what  a 
genius  !  No  wonder  he  has  besieged  Fame 
and  taken  it  by  storm  !  I  don't  remember  any 
similar  instance,  except  that  of  Byron,  in  which 
such  an  unprecedented  reputation  was  made  so 
suddenly !  And  in  Byron's  case  it  was  more 
the  domestic  scandal  about  him  than  his  actual 
merit  that  made  him  the  rage,  .  .  now  the  world 
knows  literally  nothing  about  Alwyn's  private 
life  or  character  .  .  there's  no  woman  in  his 
history  that  I  know  of .  .  .  no  vice,  .  .  he  hasn't 
outraged  the  hw,  upset  morals,  flouted  at 
decency,  or  done  anything  that  according  to 
modern  fashions  otiglit  to  have  made  him 
famous — no !  .  .  he  has  simply  produced  a  per- 
fect Poem,  stately,  grand,  pure  and  pathetic, 
— and  all  of  a  sudden  some  secret  spring  in 
the  human  heart  is  touched,  some  long  closed 
valve  opened,  and  lo  and  behold,  all  intellectual 
society  is  raving  about  him, — his  name  is  in 
everybody's  mouth,  his  book  in  every  one's 
hands.  I  don't  altogether  like  his  being  made 
the  subject  of  a  '  craze  '  ; — experience  shows 
me  it's  a  kind  of  thing  that  doesn't  last.  In 
fact  it  cant  last  .  .  the  re-action  invariably  sets 
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In.  And  the  English  public  is  of  all  publics 
the  most  Insane  In  its  periodical  frenzies,  and 
the  most  capricious.  Now,  It  is  all  agog  for  a 
'shilling  sensational' — then  it  discusses  itself 
hoarse  over  a  one-sided  theological  novel  made 
up  out  of  theories  long  ago  propounded  and 
exhaustively  set  forth  by  Voltaire,  and  others 
of  his  school, — anon  It  revels  in  the  gross  de- 
scriptions of  shameless  vice  depicted  in  an 
*  accurately  translated  '  romance  of  the  Paris 
slums, — now  It  writes  thousands  of  letters  to  a 
black  man,  to  sympathize  with  him  because  he 
has  been  called  black ! — could  anything  be 
more  absurd  !  .  it  has  even  followed  the  de- 
parture of  an  elephant  from  the  Zoo  in  weeping 
crowds !  However,  I  wish  all  the  crazes  to 
which  it  is  subject  were  as  harmless  and 
wholesome  as  the  one  that  has  seized  it  for 
Alwyn  s  book, — for  If  true  Poetry  were  brought 
to  the  front  Instead  of  being  as  it  often  is, 
sneered  at  and  kept  In  the  background,  we 
should  have  a  chance  of  regaining  the  lost 
Divine  Art,  that  wherever  it  has  been  worthily 
followed,  has  proved  the  glory  of  the  greatest 
nations.  And  then  we  should  not  have  to  put 
up  with  such  detestable  inanities  as  are  pro- 
duced every  day  by  persons  calling  themselves 
poets,  who  are  scarcely  fit  to  write   mottoes  for 
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dessert  crackers,  .  .  and  we  might  escape  for 
good  and  all  from  the  infliction  of  '  magazine- 
verse  '  which  is  emphatically  a  positive  affront 
to  the  human  intelligence.  Ah  me  !  what 
wretched  upholders  we  are  of  Shakespeare's 
standard  !  .  .  Keats  was  our  last  splendour, — 
then  there  is  an  unfilled  gap,  bridged  In  part  by 

Tennyson and  now  comes  Alwyn  blazing 

abroad  like  a  veritable  meteor, — only  I  believe 
he  will  do  more  than  merely  flare  across  the 
heavens, — he  promises  to  become  a  notable 
fixed  star." 

Here  he  smiled,  somewhat  pleased  with 
his  own  skill  In  metaphor,  and  having  rubbed 
his  bow  enough,  he  drew  It  lingerlngly  across 
the  'cello  strings.  A  long,  sweet,  shuddering 
sound  rewarded  him,  like  the  upward  wave  of  a 
wind  among  high  trees,  and  he  heard  it  with 
much  gratification.  He  would  try  the  Cava- 
tina  again  now,  he  decided,  and  bringing  his 
music-stand  closer,  he  settled  himself  in  readiness 
to  begin.  Just  then  the  Nurnberg  clock  com- 
menced striking  the  hour,  accompanying  each 
stroke  with  a  very  soft  and  mellow  little  chime 
of  bells  that  sent  fairy-like  echoes  through  the 
quiet  room.  A  bright  flame  started  up  from 
the  glowing  fire  in  the  grate,  flinging  ruddy 
flashes  along  the  walls, — a  rattling  gust  of  rain 
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dashed  once  at  the  windows,  .  .  the  tuneful  clock 
ceased  and  all  was  still.  Villiers  waited  a 
moment,  .  then  with  heedful  earnestness,  started 
the  first  bar  of  Raff's  oft-murdered  composition, 
when  a  knock  at  the  door  disturbed  him  and 
considerably  ruffled  his  equanimity. 

''  Come  In  !  " — he  called  testily. 

His  man-servant  appeared,  a  half-pleased, 
half-guilty  look  on  his  staid  countenance. 

''  Please  sir,  a  gentleman  called  .  .  ." 

''  Well ! — you  said  I  was  out  ?  " 

^'  No  sir !  leastways  I  thought  you  might  be 
at  home  to  him,  sir !  " 

"  Confound  you  !  "  exclaimed  Villiers  petu- 
lantly, throwing  down  his  bow  In  disgust, — 
*'  What  business  had  you  to  think  anything 
about  It  ?  .  .  Didn't  I  tell  you  I  wasn't  at  home 
to  anybody  ?  " 

"Come,  come,  Villiers !"..  said  a  mellow 
voice  outside,  with  a  ripple  of  suppressed  laugh- 
ter In  its  tone, .."  Don't  be  inhospitable!  I'm 
sure  you  are  at  home  to  me  !  " 

And,  passing  by  the  servant  who  at  once 
retired,  the  speaker  entered  the  apartment, 
lifted  his  hat  and  smiled.  Villiers  sprang  from 
his  chair  in  delighted  astonishment. 

"  Alwyn  !  "  he  cried — and  the  two  friends, 
whose  friendship  dated  from  boyhood,  clasped 
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each  other's  hands  heartily,  and  were  for  a 
moment  both  silent, — half  ashamed  of  those 
affectionate  emotions  to  which  impulsive  women 
may  freely  give  vent,  but  to  which  men  may 
not  yield  without  being  supposed  to  lose  some- 
what of  the  dignity  of  manhood. 

"  By  Jove !  " — said  Villiers  at  last,  drawing  a 
deep  breath,  "  This  is  a  surprise  !  Only  a 
few  minutes  ago  I  was  considering  whether  we 
should  not  have  to  note  you  down  in  the  news- 
papers as  one  of  the  '  mysterious  disappearances ' 
grown  common  of  late  !  Where  do  you  come 
from,  old  fellow  ?  " 

"  From  Paris  just  directly," .  .  responded  Al- 
wyn,  divesting  himself  of  his  overcoat,  and 
stepping  outside  the  door  to  hang  it  on  an 
evidently  familiar  nail  in  the  passage,  and 
then  re-entering, — "  But  from  Bagdad  in  the  first 
instance.  I  visited  that  city,  sacred  to  fairy-lore, 
and  from  thence  journeyed  to  Damascus  like 
one  of  our  favourite  merchants  in  the  Arabian 
Nights, — then  I  went  to  Beyrout,  and  Alex- 
andria, from  which  latter  place  I  took  ship 
homeward,  stopping  at  delicious  Venice  while 
on  my  way." 

"  Then  you  did  the  Holy  Land  I  suppose  ?  " 
queried  Villiers,  regarding  him  with  sudden 
and  growing  inquisitiveness. 
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"  My  dear  fellow,  certainly  not  !  The  Holy 
Land  invested  by  touts,  and  over-run  by  tour- 
ists, would  neither  appeal  to  my  imagination 
nor  my  sentiment, — and  in  its  present  state  of 
vulgar  abuse  and  unchristian  sacrilege,  it  is 
better  left  unseen  by  those  who  wish  to  revere 
its  associations, . .  .  don't  you  think  so  ? " 

He  smiled  as  he  put  the  question,  and  draw- 
ing up  an  old-fashioned  oak  chair  to  the  fire, 
seated  himself.  Villiers  meanwhile  stared  at 
him  in  unmitigated  amazement,  . .  what  had 
come  to  the  fellow,  he  wondered  ?  How 
had  he  managed  to  invest  himself  with  such  an 
overpowering  distinction,  of  look  and  grace  of 
bearing  ?  He  had  always  been  a  handsome 
man, — yes, .  .  but  there  was  certainly  something 
more  than  handsome  about  him  now.  There 
was  a  singular  magnetism  in  the  flash  of  the 
fine  soft  eyes, — a  marvellous  sweetness  in  the 
firm  lines  of  the  perfect  mouth, — a  royal  gran- 
deur and  freedom  in  the  very  poise  of  his  well- 
knit  figure  and  noble  head,  that  certainly  had 
not  before  been  apparent  in  him.  Moreover 
that  was  an  odd  remark  for  him  to  make  about 
"wishing  to  revere"  the  associations  of  the 
Holy  Land, — very  odd,  considering  his  formerly 
sceptical  theories  ! 

Rousing    himself   from    his    momentary    be- 
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wilderment,  Villlers  remembered  the  duties  of 
hospitality. 

"  Have  you  dined,  Alwyn  ?  " — he  asked  with 
his  hand  on  the  bell. 

"  Excellently!"  was  the  response, accompanied 
by  a  bright  upward  glance — "  I  went  to  that  big 
hotel  opposite  the  Park, — had  dinner,  left  the 
surplus  of  my  luggage  in  charge,  selected  one 
small  portmanteau,  took  a  hansom  and  came  on 
here,  resolved  to  pass  one  night  at  least  under 
your  roof.  .  ." 

"  One  night !  "  interrupted  Villiers — "  You're 
very  much  mistaken,  if  you  think  you  are  going 
to  get  off  so  easily  !  You'll  not  escape  from  me 
for  a  month  /  tell  you !  Consider  yourself  a 
prisoner  !  " 

"  Good  !  Send  for  the  luggage  to-morrow  !  '' 
laughed  Alwyn,  flinging  himself  back  in  his 
chair  in  an  attitude  of  lazy  comfort,  "  I  give 
in  ! — I  resign  myself  to  my  fate !  But  what  of 
the  'cello  ?  " 

And  he  pointed  to  the  bulgy-looking  casket 
of  sweet  sleeping  sounds — sleeping  generally  so 
far  as  Villiers  was  concerned, — but  ready  to  wake 
at  the  first  touch  of  the  master-hand.  Villiers 
glanced  at  it  with  a  comical  air  of  admiring 
vanquishment. 

"  O   never   mind   the  'cello  ! "   he   said  Indif- 
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ferently,  ''  That  can  bear  being  put  by  for  a 
while.  It's  a  most  curious  instrument, — some- 
times it  seems  to  sound  better  when  I  have  let 
it  rest  a  little.  Just  like  a  human  thing  you 
know . .  it  gets  occasionally  tired  of  me  I  sup- 
pose !  But  I  say,  why  didn't  you  come  straight 
here,  bag,  baggage  and  all  ? .  what  business  had 
you  to  stop  on  the  way  at  any  hotel  ? .  .  Do  you 
call  that  friendship  ?  " 

Alwyn  laughed  at  his  mock-injured  tone. 

"  I  apologise,  Villiers !  .  I  really  do !  But 
I  felt  it  would  be  scarcely  civil  of  me  to  come 
down  upon  you  for  bed,  board  and  lodging, 
without  giving  you  previous  notice,  and  at  the 
same  time  I  wanted  to  take  you  by  surprise,  as 
I  did.  Besides  I  wasn't  sure  whether  I  should 
find  you  in  town — of  course  I  knew  I  should  be 
welcome  if  you  were  !  " 

''  Rather !  "  assented  Villiers  shortly  and  with 
affected  gruffness .  .  ''If  you  were  sure  of 
nothing  else  in  this  world  you  might  be  sure  of 
that !  "  .  .  .  He  paused, — squared  his  shoulders, 
and  put  up  his  eye-glass,  through  which  he 
scanned  his  friend  with  such  a  persistently  scrut- 
inizing air,  that  Alwyn  was  somewhat  amused. 

"  What  are  you  staring  at  me  for  ? "  he 
demanded  gaily, — "Am   I   so  bronzed?" 

"  Well  .  .  you  are  rather    brown  " — admitted 
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Vllliers  slowly  .  .  "  But  that  doesn't  surprise  me. 
The  fact  is,  .  .  it's  very  odd  and  I  can't  altogether 
explain  it, . .  but  somehow  I  find  you  changed, .  . 
positively  very  much  changed  too !  " 

*'  Changed  ?  In  appearance,  do  you  mean  ? 
How  ?  " 

''  '  Look  here  upon  this  picture  and  on  this  ' " 
quoted  Villiers  dramatically,  taking  down 
Alwyn's  portrait  from  the  mantelshelf,  and 
mentally  comparing  it  with  the  smiling  original. 
"  No  two  heads  were  ever  more  alike,  and  yet 
more  distinctly  7ml\kQ.  Here" — and  he  tapped 
the  photograph  .  .  "  you  have  the  appearance 
of  a  modern  Timon  or  Orestes  .  .  but  now,  as 
you  actually  a7^e,  I  see  more  resemblance  in 
your  face  to  ^/m^ "  .  .  and  he  pointed  to  the 
serene  and  splendid  bust  of  the  '  Apollo  ' — 
*'  than  to  this  '  counterfeit  presentment '  of  your 
former  self." 

Alwyn  flushed, — not  so  much  at  the  implied 
compliment,  as  at  the  words  'foi^mei''  self  J 
But  quickly  shaking  off  his  embarrassment  he 
glanced  round  at  the  ''  Apollo  "  and  lifted  his 
eyebrows  incredulously. 

''  Then  all  I  can  say,  my  dear  boy,  is,  that  that 
eyeglass  of  yours  represents  objects  to  your 
view  in  a  classic  light  which  is  entirely  deceptive, 
for  I  fail  to  trace  the  faintest  similitude  between 
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my  own  features  and  that  of  the  sunborn  Lord 
of  Laurels." 

"  O,  yoiL  may  not  trace  It," — said  Villlers 
cahnly  .  .  "  but  nevertheless  others  will.  Some 
people  say  that  no  man  knows  what  he  really 
is  like,  and  that  even  his  own  reflection  in  the 
oflass  deceives  him.  Besides  it  is  not  so  much 
the  actual  contour  of  the  features  that  impresses 
one, — it  is  the  look, —  you  have  the  look  of  the 
Greek  god, — the  look  of  conscious  power  and 
Inward  happiness." 

He  spoke  seriously,  thoughtfully, — surveying 
his  friend  with  a  vaofue  feelino;  of  admiration 
akin  to  reverence. 

Alwyn  stooped,  and  stirred  the  fire  into  a 
brighter  blaze.  "  Well,  so  far  my  looks  do  not 
belie  me," — he  said  gently,  after  a  pause  .  .  "  I 
am  conscious  of  both  power  and  joy  !  " 

"  Why,  naturally  !  " — and  Villlers  laid  one 
hand  affectionately  on  his  shoulder .  .  ''Of  course 
the  face  of  the  whole  world  has  changed  for 
you  now  that  you  have  won  such  tremendous 
fame  ! " 

"  Fa7iie  /  "  .  .  Alwyn  sprang  upright  so  sud- 
denly that  Villlers  was  quite  startled, — "  Fame ! 
Who  says  I  am  famous  ?  "  And  his  eyes 
flashed  forth  an  amazed,  almost  haughty 
resentment. 
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His  friend  stared  .  .  then  laughed  outright. 

''  Who  says  it  ?  .  Why  all  London  says  it  ! 
Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,  Alwyn,  that  you've 
not  seen  the  English  papers  and  magazines, 
containing  all  the  critical  reviews  and  discussions 
on  your  poem  of  '  JVourkdlma  '  ?  " 

Alwyn  winced  at  the  title,  .  .  what  a  host  of 
strange  memories  it  recalled  ! 

"  I  have  seen  nothing," — he  replied  hurriedly, 
''  I  have  made  it  a  point  to  look  at  no  papers, 
lest  I  should  chance  on  my  own  name  coupled 
as  it  has  been  before,  with  the  languid  abuse 
common  to  criticism  in  this  country.  Not  that 
I  should  have  cared, — noiv  /  .  ."  and  a  slight 
smile  played  on  his  lips  .  .  "In  fact  I  have  ceased 
to  care.  Moreover  as  I  know  modern  success 
in  literature  Is  chiefly  commanded  by  the  praise 
of  a  *  clique  '  or  the  services  of  '  log-rollers,'  and 
as  I  am  not  included  in  any  of  the  journalistic 
rings,  I  have  neither  hoped  nor  expected  any 
particular  favour  or  recognition  from  the  public." 

"  Then,"  said  Villlers  excitedly,  seizing  him 
by  the  hand — "  let  me  be  the  first  to  congratulate 
you!  It  is  often  the  way  that  when  we  no 
longer  specially  crave  a  thing,  that  thing  is 
suddenly  thrust  upon  us  v/hether  we  will  or  no, 
— and  so  It  has  happened  in  your  case.  Learn, 
therefore,  my  dear  fellow,  that  your  Poem  which 
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you  sent  to  me  from  Tiflis,  and  which  was 
pubh'shed  under  my  supervision  about  four 
months  ago,  has  already  run  through  six  editions, 
and  Is  now  In  its  seventh.  Seven  editions  of  a 
poem, — 2. poem  mark  you  ! — InTour  months,  isn't 
bad,  .  .  moreover  the  demand  continues,  and 
the  long  and  the  short  of  it  Is,  that  your  name 
Is  actually  at  the  present  moment,  the  most 
celebrated  In  all  London, — In  fact  you  are  very 
generally  acknowledged  the  greatest  poet  of  the 
day !  And  "  continued  Villlers,  wringing  his 
friend's  hand  with  uncommon  fervour  .  .  "  I 
say,  God  bless  you,  old  boy  !  If  ever  a  man 
deserved  success,  you  do  !  '  Noiirhalma '  is 
magnificent ! — such  a  genius  as  yours  will  raise 
the  literature  of  the  age  to  a  higher  standard 
than  it  has  known  since  the  death  of  Adondis} 
You  can't  imagine  how  sincerely  I  rejoice  at 
your  triumph ! " 

Alwyn  was  silent, — he  returned  his  com- 
panion's cordial  hand-pressure  almost  uncon- 
sciously. He  stood,  leaning  against  the  mantel- 
piece, and  looking  gravely  down  Into  the  fire. 
His  first  emotion  was  one  of  repugnance, — of 
rejection,  .  .  what  did  he  need  of  this  will-o- 
the-wisp  called  Fame,  dancing  again  across  his 
path, — this  transitory  torch  of  world-approval ! 
1  Keats. 
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Fame  in  London  !  .  .  What  was  It,  what  could 
it  be,  compared  to  the  brilHancy  of  the  fame  he 
had  once  enjoyed  as  Laureate  of  Al-Kyris  ! 
xA.s  this  thought  passed  across  his  mind,  he  gave 
a  quick  interrogative  glance  at  VilHers  who  was 
observing  him  with  much  wondering  intentness, 
— and  his  handsome  face  hghtened  with  sudden 
laughter. 

"  Dear  old  boy  ! "  he  said,  with  a  very  tender 
inflection  in  his  mellow,  mirthful  voice — "You 
are  the  best  of  good  fellows,  and  I  thank  you 
heartily  for  your  news,  which  if  it  seem 
satisfactory  to  you  ought  certainly  to  be  satis- 
factory to  me  !  But  tell  me  frankly, — if  I  am 
as  famous  as  you  say,  how  did  I  become  so? 
.  .  how  was  It  worked  up  ?  " 

*'  Worked  up  !  "  Vllliers  was  completely 
taken  back  by  the  oddity  of  this  question. 

"Come!"  continued  Alwyn,  persuasively, 
his  fine  eyes  sparkling  with  mischievous  good- 
humour  .  .  "You  can't  make  me  believe  that 
'  All  England  '  took  to  me  suddenly  of  Its  own 
accord, — it  Is  not  so  romantic,  so  poetry-loving, 
so  independent,  or  so  generous  as  that  !  How 
was  my  '  celebrity  '  first  started  ?  If  my  book, 
— which  has  all  the  disadvantage  of  being  a 
poem  instead  of  a  novel, — has  so  suddenly 
leaped  Into  high  favour  and  renown,  why,  then 
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some  leading  critic  or  other  must  have  thought 
that  I  myself  was  dead  !  " 

The  whimsical  merriment  of  his  face  seemed 
to  reflect  Itself  on  that  of  Villiers. 

"  You're  too  quick-witted,  Alwyn,  positively 
you  are !  "  he  remonstrated  with  a  frankly 
humorous  smile  .  .  "  But  as  it  happens,  you're 
perfectly  right !  Not  one  critic,  but  three, — 
three  of  our  most  influential  men  too, — thought 
you  were  dead  ! — and  that  '  Nottrhalma  '  was  a 
posthumous  work  of  perished  genius  !  " 
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The  delighted  air  of  triumphant  conviction 
with  which  Alwyn  received  this  candid  state- 
ment was  irresistible,  and  Villiers's  attempt  at 
equanimity  entirely  gave  way  before  it.  He 
broke  into  a  roar  of  laughter, — laughter  in 
which  his  friend  joined, — and  for  a  minute  or 
two,  the  room  rang  with  the  echoes  of  their 
mutual  mirth. 

"  It  wasn't  viy  doing,"  said  Villlers  at  last 
when  he  could  control  himself  a  little, — "and 
even  now  I  don't  in  the  least  know  how  the 
misconception  arose  !  '  Noitrhdlnia  '  was  pub- 
lished, according  to  your  instructions,  as  rapidly 
as  It  could  be  got  through  the  press,  and  I  had 
no  preliminary  '  puffs  '  or  announcements  of  any 
kind   circulated   in   the   papers.      I    merely  ad- 
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vertised  it  with  a  notable  simplicity  thus : 
'  Nourhdlma.  A  Love- Legend  of  the  Past.  A 
Poem.  By  Theos  Alwyn'  That  was  all. 
Well,  when  it  came  out,  copies  of  it  were  sent, 
according  to  custom,  round  to  all  the  leading 
newspaper-offices,  and  for  about  three  weeks 
after  its  publication  I  saw  not  a  word  concern- 
ing it  anywhere.  Meanwhile  I  went  on  adver- 
tising. One  day  at  the  Constitutional  Club 
while  glancing  over  the  Parthenon,  I  suddenly 
spied  in  it  a  long  review,  occupying  four 
columns  and  headed  'A  Wonder- Poem,'  and 
just  out  of  curiosity,  I  began  to  read  it.  I 
remember, — in  fact  I  shall  never  forget  its 
opening  sentence,  .  .  it  was  so  original ! "  and 
he  laughed  again.  It  commenced  thus  :  '  It 
has  been  truly  said  that  those  whom  the 
gods  love  die  young ! '  and  then  on  it  went, 
dragging  in  memories  of  Chatterton  and 
Shelley  and  Keats,  till  I  found  myself  yawning 
and  wondering  what  the  deuce  the  writer  was 
driving  at.  Presently,  about  the  end  of  the 
second  column,  I  came  to  the  assertion  that 
'  the  posthumous  poem  of  '  Nozirhdlma '  must  be 
admitted  as  one  of  the  most  glorious  produc- 
tions in  the  English  language.'  This  woke  me 
up  considerably, — and  I  read  on,  groping  my 
way  through  all  sorts  of  wordy  phrases  and 
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used-up  arguments,  till  my  mind  gradually 
grasped  the  fact  that  the  critic  of  the  Parthenon 
had  evidently  never  heard  of  Theos  Alwyn 
before,  and  being  astonished  and  perhaps  per- 
plexed by  the  original  beauty  and  glowing  style 
of  ' Nourhalma  had  jumped,  without  warrant,  to 
the  conclusion  that  its  author  must  be  dead. 
The  wind-up  of  his  lengthy  dissertation  was, 
as  far  as  I  can  recollect,  as  follows,  .  .  *  It  is  a 
thousand  pities  this  gifted  poet  is  no  more. 
Splendid  as  the  work  of  his  youthful  genius  is, 
there  is  no  doubt  but  that  had  he  lived,  he 
would  have  endowed  the  world  anew  with  an 
inheritance  of  thought  worthy  of  the  grandest 
master-minds.'  Well,  when  I  had  fully  realized 
the  situation,  I  began  to  think  to  myself,  shall 
I  enlighten  this  Sir  Oracle  of  the  Press,  and 
tell  him  the  'dead'  author  he  so  enthusiastically 
eulogises,  is  alive  and  well,  or  was  so  at  any 
rate,  the  last  time  I  heard  from  him  ?  I  de- 
bated the  question  seriously,  and  after  much 
cogitation,  decided  to  leave  him  for  the  present, 
in  ignorance.  First  of  all,  because  critics  like 
to  consider  themselves  the  wisest  men  in  the 
world,  and  hate  to  be  told  anything, — secondly, 
because  I  rather  enjoyed  the  fun.  The  pub- 
lisher of  '  Nourhahna!  a  very  excellent  fellow, 
sent    me  the    critique,    and    wrote    asking    me 
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whether  it  was  true  that  the  author  of  the  poem 
was  really  dead,  and  if  not,  whether  he  should 
contradict  the  report.  I  waited  a  bit  before 
answering  that  letter,  and  while  I  waited,  two 
more  critiques  appeared  in  two  of  the  most 
assertively  pompous  and  dictatorial  journals  of 
the  day,  echoing  the  eulogies  of  the  Parthenon, 
— declaring  '  this  dead  poet '  worthy  '  to  rank 
with  the  highest  of  the  Immortals' — and  a 
number  of  other  similar  grandiose  declarations. 
One  reviewer  took  an  infinite  deal  of  pains  to 
prove  '  that  if  the  genius  of  Theos  Alwyn  had 
only  been  spared  to  England  he  must  have 
infallibly  been  elected  Poet  Laureate  as  soon  as 
the  post  became  vacant,  and  that  too,  without  a 
single  dissentient  voice,  save  such  as  were 
raised  in  envy  or  malice.  But  being  dead ' — 
continued  this  estimable  scribe — '  all  we  can  say 
is  that  he  yet  speaketh,  and  that  '  Nourhalma  ' 
is  a  poem  of  which  the  literary  world  cannot 
be  otherwise  than  justly  proud.  Let  the  tears 
that  we  shed  for  this  gifted  singer's  untimely 
decease  be  mingled  with  gratitude  for  the 
priceless  value  of  the  work  his  creative  genius 
has  bequeathed  to  us  '  ! " 

Here  Villiers  paused,  his  blue  eyes  sparkling 
with  inward  amusement,  and  looked  at  Alwyn, 
whose  face  though  perfectly  serene,   had  now 
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the  faintest,  softest  shadow  of  a  grave  pathos 
hovering  about  it. 

*'  By  this  time,"  he  continued  . .  "  I  thought 
we  had  had  about  enough  sport, — so  I  wrote 
off  to  the  pubHsher  to  at  once  contradict  the 
erroneous  rumour.  But  now  that  pubHsher  had 
his  story  to  tell.  He  called  upon  me,  and  with 
a  blandly  persuasive  air  said,  that  as  '  Noiir- 
kdhna '  was  having  an  extraordinary  sale,  was  it 
worth  while  to  deny  the  statement  of  your 
death  just  yet  ?  .  . .  He  was  very  anxious, . .  but 
I  was  firm,  .  and  lest  he  should  waver,  I  wrote 
several  letters  myself  to  the  leading  journals,  to 
establish  the  certainty,  so  far  as  I  was  aware,  of 
your  being  in  the  land  of  the  living.  And  then, 
what  do  you  think  happened  ?" 

Alwyn  met  his  bright  satirical  glance  with  a 
look  that  was  half-questioning,  half-wistful,  but 
said  nothincr. 

o 

''It  was  the  most  laughable  and  at  the  same 
time  the  most  beautifully  instructive  lesson  ever 
taught  by  the  whole  annals  of  journalism ! 
The  Press  turned  round  like  a  weathercock 
with  the  wind,  and  exhausted  every  epithet  of 
abuse,  they  could  find  in  the  dictionaries. 
'  Nourhalma '  was  a  '  poor,  ill-conceived 
work,' .  .  '  an  outrage  to  intellectual  percep- 
tion,' .  .  '  a  good  idea,  spoilt  in  the  treatment ; 
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an  amazingly  obscure  attempt  at  sublimity  : ' — 
et  cetera, .  .  but  there  !  you  can  yourself  peruse 
all  the  criticisms  both  favourable  and  adverse, 
for  I  have  acted  the  part  of  the  fond  granny  to 
you  in  the  careful  cutting  out  and  pasting  of 
everything  I  could  find  written  concerning  you 
and  your  work,  in  a  book  devoted  to  the  pur- 
pose, .  and  I  believe  I've  missed  nothing. 
Mark  you  however,  the  Pmdhenon  never 
reversed  its  judgment,  nor  did  the  other  two 
leading  journals  of  literary  opinion,  —  it 
wouldn't  do  for  such  big-wigs  to  confess  they 
had  blundered,  you  know  ! .  .  and  the  vitupera- 
tion of  the  smaller  fry  was  just  the  other  weight 
in  the  balance  which  made  the  thing  equal. 
The  sale  of  '  Nourhctlma '  grew  fast  and  furious,  . 
all  expenses  were  cleared  three  times  over,  and 
at  the  present  moment  the  publisher  is  getting 
conscientiously  anxious  (for  some  publishers  are 
more  conscientious  than  some  authors  will 
admit !)  to  hand  you  over  a  nice  little  cheque  for 
an  amount  which  is  not  to  be  despised  in  this 
workaday  world  I  assure  you  !  " 

"  I  did  not  write  for  money," — interrupted 
Alwyn  quietly  .  .  *'  Nor  shall  I  ever  do  so." 

"  Of  course  not,"  assented  Villiers  promptly — 
'*  No  poet,  and  indeed  no  author  whatsoever 
who  lays  claim  to  a  fraction  of  conscience,  writes 
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for  money  only.  Those  with  whom  money  Is 
the  first  consideration,  debase  their  Art  into  a 
coarse  huckstering  trade,  and  are  no  better 
than  contentious  bakers  and  cheesemongers, 
who  jostle  each  other  in  a  vulgar  struggle  as 
to  which  shall  sell  perishable  goods  at  the 
highest  profit.  None  of  the  lasting  works  of 
the  world  were  written  so.  Nevertheless  If  the 
public  voluntarily  choose  to  lavish  what  they 
can  of  their  best  on  the  author  who  Imparts 
to  them  inspired  thoughts  and  noble  teachings, 
then  that  author  must  not  be  churlish,  or  slow 
to  accept  the  gratitude  Implied.  I  think  the 
most  appropriate  maxim  for  a  poet  to  address 
to  his  readers  is  '  Freely  ye  have  received, 
freely  give.'  " 

There  was  a  moment's  silence.  Alwyn 
resumed  his  seat  In  the  chair  near  the  fire,  and 
Vllllers,  leaning  one  arm  on  the  mantelpiece, 
still  stood,  looking  down  upon  him. 

''  Such,  my  dear  fellow,"  he  went  on  com- 
placently.. ''is  the  history  of  the  success  of 
'  Nourhalnia'  It  certainly  began  with  the 
belief  that  you  were  no  longer  able  to  benefit 
by  the  eulogy  received, — but  all  the  same  that 
eulogy  has  been  uttered  and  cannot  be  ttn- 
uttered.  It  has  led  all  the  lovers  of  the  highest 
literature    to   get    the     book    for    themselves, 
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and  to  prove  your  actual  worth,  independently 
of  press  opinions, — and  the  result  is  an  immense 
and  steadily-widening  verdict  in  your  favour. 
Speaking  personally,  I  have  never  read  any- 
thing that  gave  me  quite  so  much  artistic 
pleasure  as  this  poem  of  yours  except  '  Hype- 
rion^ — only  '  Hyperion '  is  distinctly  classical, 
while  ^  Noiirhahna  '  takes  us  back  into  some 
hitherto  unexplored  world  of  antique  paganism, 
which  though  essentially  pagan,  is  wonderfully 
full  of  pure  and  lofty  sentiment.  When  did 
the  idea  first  strike  you  ?  " 

'*  A  long  time  ago ! "  returned  Alwyn  with  a 
slight  serious  smile — *'  I  assure  you  it  is  by  no 
means  original !  " 

Villiers  gave  him  a  quick  surprised  glance. 

*'  No  ?  Well,  it  seems  to  me  singularly 
original !  "  he  said .  .  "In  fact  one  of  your  critics 
says  you  are  too  original !  Mind  you  Alwyn, 
that  is  a  very  serious  fault  in  this  imitative 
age! 

Alwyn  laughed  a  little.  His  thoughts  were 
very  busy.  Again  in  imagination  he  beheld 
the  burning  ''  Temple  of  Nagaya  "  in  his  Dream 
of  Al-Kyris, — again  he  saw  himself  carrying 
the  corpse  of  his  former  Self  through  fire  and 
flame, — and  again  he  heard  the  last  words  of 
the  dying  Zabastes — **  I  was  the  Poet's  adverse 

135 


ARDATH. 

Critic,  and  who  but  I  should  write  his  Eulogy  ? 
Save  me  if  only  for  the  sake  of  Sah-luma's 
future  honour  ! — thou  knowest  not  how  warmly, 
how  generously,  how  nobly,  I  can  praise  the 
dead !  " 

True ! . .  How  easy  to  praise  the  poor,  deaf 
stirless  clay  when  sense  and  spirit  have  fled 
from  it  for  ever  !  No  fear  to  spoil  a  corpse  by 
flattery, — the  heavily-sealed-up  eyes  can  never 
more  unclose  to  lighten  with  glad  hope 
or  fond  ambition, — the  quiet  heart  cannot  leap 
with  gratitude  or  joy  at  that  "  word  spoken  in 
due  season  "  which  aids  its  noblest  aspirations 
to  become  realized  !  The  dead  poet ! — Press 
the  cold  clods  of  earth  over  him,  and  then  rant 
above  his  grave, — tell  him  how  great  he  was, 
what  infinite  possibilities  were  displayed  in  his 
work,  what  excellence,  what  merit,  what  subtlety 
of  thought,  what  grace  of  style !  Rant  and 
rave  ! — print  reams  of  acclaiming  verbosity, — 
pronounce  orations, — raise  up  statues, — mark 
the  house  he  lived  and  starved  in,  with  a  lauda- 
tory medallion,  and  print  his  once-rejected 
stanzas  in  every  sort  of  type  and  fashion  from 
the  cheap  to  the  costly, — teach  the  multitude 
how  worthy  he  was  to  be  loved  and  honoured, 
— and  never  fear  that  he  will  move  from  his 
rigid  and  chill  repose  to  be  happy  for  once  in 
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his  life,  and  to  learn  with  amazement  that  the 
world  he  toiled  so  patiently  for,  is  actually 
learning  to  be  grateful  for  his  existence  !  Once 
dead  and  buried  he  can  be  safely  made  glorious, 
— he  cannot  affront  us  either  with  his  superior 
intelligence  or  make  us  envy  the  splendours  of 
his  fame ! 

Some  such  thoughts  as  these  passed  through 
Alwyn's  mind  as  he  dreamily  gazed  into  the  red 
hollows  of  the  fire,  and  re- considered  all 
that  his  friend  had  told  him.  He  had  no 
personal  acquaintances  on  the  press,  —  no 
literary  club  or  clique  to  haul  him  up  into 
the  top-gallant  mast  of  renown  by  persistent 
puffery, — he  was  not  related,  even  distantly,  to 
any  great  personage,  either  statesman,  professor, 
or  divine, — he  had  not  the  mysterious  recom- 
mendation of  being  a  "  university-man  ;  " — 
none  of  the  many  "wheels  within  wheels" 
which  are  nowadays  so  frequently  set  in 
motion  to  make  up  a  momentary  literary  /urore> 
were  his  to  command, — and  yet — the  Paidhe- 
non  had  praised  him  ! . .  Wonder  of  wonders ! 
The  Parthenon  was  a  singularly  obtuse 
journal,  which  glanced  at  the  whole  world  of 
letters  merely  through  the  eyes  of  three  or  four 
men  of  distinctly  narrow  and  egotistical  opinions, 
— and  these  three  or  four  men  kept  it  as  much 
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as  possible  to  themselves,  using  its  columns 
chiefly  for  the  purpose  of  admiring  one  another. 
As  a  consequence  of  this  restricted  arrange- 
ment, very  few  outsiders  could  expect  to  be 
noticed  for  their  work,  unless  they  were  in  the 
"  set/'  or  at  least  had  occasionally  dined  with 
one  of  the  mystic  Three  or  Four,  .  .  and  so  it 
had  chanced  that  Alwyn's  first  venture  into 
literature  had  been  totally  disregarded  by  the 
Parthenon.  In  fact,  that  first  venture,  being 
a  small  and  unobtrusive  book,  had,  most 
probably  been  thrown  into  the  waste-paper 
basket,  or  sold  for  a  few  pence  to  the  second- 
hand dealer.  And  now, — now  because  he 
had  been  imagined  dead, — the  Parthenon  s 
leading  critic  had  singled  him  out  and  held  him 
up  for  universal  admiration  ! 

Well,  well !  .  .  after  all  Nourhctlnia  was  3. 
posthumous  work, — zt  had  been  written  before, 
ages  since,  when  he,  as  Sah-luma,  had  perished 
ere  he  had  had  time  to  give  it  to  the  world  ! 
He  had  merely  remembered  it  .  .  drawn  it  forth 
again,  as  it  were,  from  the  dim,  deep  vistas  of 
past  deeds  ; — so  those  who  had  reviewed  it  as 
the  production  of  one  dead  in  youth,  were  right 
in  their  judgment,  though  they  did  not  know 
it!  .  .  It  was  old, — nothing  but  repetition, — but 
now    he    had    something    new  and    true    and 
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passionate  to  say,  .  something  that,  if  God 
pleased,  it  should  be  his  to  utter  with  the  clear- 
ness and  forcibleness  common  to  the  Greek 
thunderers  of  yore,  who  spoke  out  what  was  in 
them,  grandly,  simply  and  with  the  fearless 
majesty  of  thought  that  recked  nothing  of 
opinions.  O,  he  would  rouse  the  hearts  of  men 
from  paltry  greed  and  covetousness,  .  from  lust 
and  hatred  and  all  things  evil, — no  matter  if  he 
lost  his  own  life  in  the  effort,  he  would  still  do 
his  utmost  best  to  lift,  if  only  in  a  small  degree, 
the  deepening  weight  of  self-wrought  agony 
from  self-blinded  mankind  !  Yes  !  .  he  must 
work  to  fulfil  the  commands  and  deserve  the 
blessing  of  Edris  ! 

Edris  !  .  ah,  the  memory  of  her  pure  angel- 
loveliness  rushed  upon  him  like  a  flood  of 
invigorating  warmth  and  light,  and  when  he 
looked  up  from  his  brief  reverie,  his  counte- 
nance, beautiful,  and  kindling  with  inward 
ardour,  affected  Villiers  strangely, — almost  as  a 
very  grand  and  perfect  strain  of  music  might 
affect  and  unsteady  one's  nerves.  The  attrac- 
tion he  had  always  felt  for  his  poet-friend 
deepened  to  quite  a  fervent  intensity  of  admira- 
tion, but  he  was  not  the  man  to  betray  his 
feelings  outwardly,  and  to  shake  off  his  emotion, 
he  rushed  into  speech  again. 
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"  By  the  by,  Alwyn,  your  old  acquaintance 
Professor  Moxall,  Is  very  much  '  down '  on 
your  book.  You  know  he  doesn't  write  reviews, 
except  on  matters  connected  with  evolutionary 
phenomena,  but  I  met  him  the  other  day,  and 
he  was  quite  upset  about  you.  '  Too  tran- 
scendental ' !  he  said,  dismally  shaking  his  bald 
pate  to  and  fro — '  The  whole  poem  is  a 
vaporous  tissue  of  absurd  impossibilities !  Ah 
dear,  dear  me !  what  a  terrible  falllng-off  in  a 
young  man  of  such  hopeful  ability  !  I  thought 
he  had  done  with  poetry  for  ever  ! — I  took  the 
greatest  pains  to  prove  to  him  what  a  ridiculous 
pastime  it  was,  and  how  unworthy  to  be  con- 
sidered for  a  moment  seriously  as  an  ar^, — and  he 
seemed  to  understand  my  reasoning  thoroughly. 
Indeed  he  promised  to  be  one  of  our  most 
powerful  adherents,  .  he  had  an  excellent  grasp 
of  the  material  sciences,  and  a  fine  contempt 
for  religion.  Why,  with  such  a  quick,  analy- 
tical brain  as  his,  he  might  have  carried  on 
Darwin's  researches  to  an  extremer  point  of 
the  origination  of  species  than  has  yet  been 
reached  !  All  a  ruin,  sir !  a  positive  ruin, — a 
man  who  will  in  cold  blood  write  such  lines  as 
these  .  . 

' ''  Grander  is  Death  than  Life,  and  sweeter  far 

The  sple7idoii7'S  of  the  Infinite  Future,  than  our  eyes 
Weary  with  tearful  watching^  yet  can  see  " — 
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condemns  himself  as  a  positive  lunatic  !  And 
young  Alwyn  too ! — he  who  had  so  completely 
recognized  the  foolishness  and  futility  of  ex- 
pecting any  other  life  than  this  one  !  Good 
heavens  !  .  .  .  '  NoiLrhctlma  '  as  I  understand 
it,  is  a  sort  of  pagan  poem — but  with  such  in- 
credible ideas  and  sentiments  as  are  expressed 
in  it,  the  author  might  as  well  go  and  be  a 
Christian  at  once  ! '  And  with  that  he  hobbled 
off,  for  it  was  Sunday  afternoon,  and  he  was  on 
his  way  to  St.  George's  Hall  to  delight  the 
assembled  sceptics,  by  telling  them  in  an 
elaborate  lecture,  what  absurd  animalcula  they 
all  were  ! " 

Alwyn  smiled.  There  was  a  soft  light  in  his 
eyes, — an  expression  of  serene  contentment  on 
his  face. 

"  Poor  old  Moxall  !"  he  said  gently — '*  I  am 
sorry  for  him !  He  makes  life  very  desolate 
both  for  himself  and  others  who  accept  his 
theories.  I'm  afraid  his  disappointment  in  me 
will  have  to  continue,  .  .  for  as  it  happens  I  a^n 
a  Christian, — that  is,  so  far  as  I  can,  in  my  un- 
worthiness,  be  a  follower  of  a  faith  so  grand, 
and  pure,  and  true  !  " 

Villiers  started, .  .  his  mouth  opened  in  sheer 
astonishment,  . .  he  could  scarcely  believe  his 
own  ears,  and  he  uttered  some  sound  between  a 
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gasp  and  an  exclamation  of  incredulity.  Alwyn 
met  his  widely-wondering  gaze  with  a  most 
sweet  and  unembarrassed  calm. 

*'  How  amazed  you  look!"  he  observed  half 
playfully, — "  Religion  must  be  at  a  very  low 
ebb,  if  in  a  so-called  Christian  country  you  are 
surprised  to  hear  a  man  openly  acknowledge 
himself  a  disciple  of  the  Christian  creed  !  " 

There  was  a  brief  pause,  during  which  the 
chiming  clock  rang  out  the  hour  musically  on  the 
stillness.  Then  Villiers,  still  in  a  state  of  most 
profound  bewilderment,  sat  down  deliberately  in 
a  chair  opposite  Alwyn's,  and  placed  one  hand 
familiarly  on  his  knee. 

*'  Look  here,  old  fellow,"  he  said  impressively, 
"Do  you  really  mean  it  ?  .  .  Are  you  'going 
over  '  to  some  Church  or  other  ?  " 

Alwyn  laughed, — his  friend's  anxiety  was  so 
genuine. 

"  Not  I !  " — he  responded  promptly  .  .  ''  Don't 
be  alarmed  Villiers, — I  am  not  a  '  convert '  to 
any  particular  set  form  of  faith, — what  I  care 
for  is  the  faith  itself.  One  can  follow  and  serve 
Christ  without  any  church-dogma.  He  has  Him- 
self told  us  plainly,  in  words  simple  enough  for  a 
child  to  understand,  what  He  would  have  us  do, 
. .  and  though  I,  like  many  others,  must  regret 
the  absence  of  a  true  Universal  Church  where 
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the  servants  of  Christ  may  meet  all  together 
without  a  shadow  of  difference  in  opinion,  and 
worship  Him  as  He  should  be  worshipped,  still 
that  is  no  reason  why  I  should  refrain  from 
endeavouring  to  fulfil,  as  far  as  in  me  lies, 
my  personal  duty  towards  Him.  The  fact  is, 
Christianity  has  never  yet  been  rightly  taught, 
.grasped,  or  comprehended, — moreover,  as  long 
as  men  seek  through  it  their  own  worldly  ad- 
vantage, it  never  will  be, — so  that  the  majority 
of  people  are  really  as  yet  ignorant  of  its  true 
spiritual  meaning,  thanks  to  the  quarrels  and 
differences  of  sects  and  preachers.  But  not- 
withstanding the  unhappy  position  of  religion 
at  the  present  day,  I  repeat,  I  am  a  Christian, 
if  love  for  Christ,  and  implicit  belief  in  Him 
can  make  me  so." 

He  spoke  simply,  and  without  the  slightest 
affectation  of  reserve.   Villiers  was  still  puzzled. 

"  I  thought,  Alwyn,"  he  ventured  to  say  pre- 
sently with  some  little  diffidence, — "  that  you 
entirely  rejected  the  idea  of  Christ's  Divinity, 
as  a  mere  superstition  ? " 

''  In  dense  ignorance  of  the  extent  of  God's 
possibilities,  I  certainly  did  so — "  returned 
Alwyn  quietly, — ''  But  I  have  had  good  reason 
to  see  that  my  own  inability  to  comprehend 
supernatural   causes  was  entirely  to  blame  for 
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that  rejection.  Are  we  able  to  explain  all  the 
numerous  and  complex  variations  and  manifes- 
tations of  Matter  ?  No.  Then  why  do  we 
dare  to  doubt  the  certainly  conceivable  variations 
and  manifestations  of  Spirit  ?  .  .  The  doctrine 
of  a  purely  hmian  Christ  is  untenable, — a 
Creed  founded  on  that  idea  alone,  would  make 
no  way  with  the  immortal  aspirations  of  the 
soul,  .  .  what  link  could  there  be  between  a 
mere  man  like  ourselves  and  Heaven  ?  None 
whatever, — it  needs  the  Divine  in  Christ  to 
overleap  the  darkness  of  the  grave,  .  to  serve  us 
as  the  Symbol  of  certain  Resurrection,  to  teach 
us  that  this  life  is  not  the  All  but  only  one  loop 
in  the  chain  of  existences,  .  only  one  of  the 
'  many  mansions '  in  the  Father's  House. 
Human  teachers  of  high  morals  there  have 
always  been  in  the  world,  .  Confucius,  Buddha, 
Zoroaster,  Socrates,  Plato,  .  .  there  is  no  end  to 
them,  and  their  teachings  have  been  valuable 
so  far  as  they  went,  but  even  Plato's  majestic 
arguments  in  favour  of  the  Immortality  of  the 
Soul,  fall  short  of  anything  sure  and  graspable. 
They  were  so  many  prefigtirements  of  what  was 
to  come,  .  just  as  the  sign  of  the  Cross  was 
used  in  the  Temple  of  Serapis,  and  was  held 
in  singular  mystic  veneration  by  various  tribes 
of  Egyptians,  Arabians  and  Indians,  ages  before 
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Christ  came.  And  now  that  these  prefigure- 
ments  have  resolved  themselves  into  an  actual 
Divine  Symbol,  the  doubting  world  still 
hesitates,  and  by  this  hesitation,  paralyses  both 
its  Will  and  Instinct — so  that  it  fails  to  cut  out 
the  core  of  Christianity's  true  solution,  or  to 
learn  what  Christ  really  meant  when  He  said 
'  I  am  the  Way,  the  Truth  and  the  Life, — no 
man  cometh  to  the  Father  but  by  Me.'  Have 
you  ever  considered  the  particular  weight  of 
that  word  '  man'  in  that  text  ?  It  is  rightly 
specified  that  '  no  man  cometh  '  — for  there 
are  hosts  of  other  beings,  in  other  universes, 
who  are  not  of  our  puny  race,  and  who  do  not 
need  to  be  taught  either  the  way,  truth,  or  life, 
as  they  know  all  three,  and  have  never  lost  their 
knowledge  from  the  beginning." 

His  voice  quivered  a  little,  and  he  paused, — 
Villiers  watched  him  with  a  strange  sense  of 
ever-deepening  fascination  and  wonder. 

''  I  have  lately  studied  the  whole  thing  care- 
fully "  .  .  he  resumed  presently  .  .  "  and  1  see 
no  reason  why  we,  who  call  ourselves  a  progress- 
ive generation,  should  revert  back  to  the  old 
theory  of  Cerinthus,  who  as  early  as  sixty-seven 
years  after  Christ,  denied  His  divinity.  There 
is  nothing  new  in  the  hypothesis — it  is  no  more 
original    than    the  doctrine  of  evolution  which 
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was  skilfully  enough  handled  by  Democrltus, 
and  probably  by  many  another  before  him. 
Voltaire  certainly  threshed  out  the  subject 
exhaustively,  .  and  I  think  Carlyle's  address  to 
him  on  the  uselessness  of  his  work  is  one 
of  the  finest  of  its  kind.  Do  you  remem- 
ber it  ?  " 

Villiers  shook  his  head  in  the  negative, 
whereupon  Alwyn  rose,  and  glancing  along  an 
evidently  well-remembered  bookshelf,  took  from 
thence  '  Sartor  Resartus ' — and  turned  over  the 
pages  quickly. 

"  Here  it  is," — and  he  read  out  the  following 
passage  . .  ''  'Cease  my  much-respected  Herr  von 
Voltaire,  .  shut  thy  sweet  voice  ;  for  the  task 
appointed  thee  seems  finished.  Sufficiently 
hast  thou  demonstrated  this  proposition,  con- 
siderable or  otherwise  :  That  the  Mythus  of  the 
Christian  Religion  looks  not  in  the  eighteenth 
century  as  it  did  in  the  eighth.  Alas,  were  thy 
six-and-thirty  quartos,  and  the  six-and-thirty 
thousand  other  quartos  and  folios  and  flying 
sheets  or  reams,  printed  before  and  since  on  the 
same  subject,  all  needed  to  convince  us  of  so 
little  !  But  what  next  ?  Wilt  thou  help  us  to 
embody  the  Divine  Spirit  of  that  Religion  in  a 
new  Mythus,  in  a  new  vehicle  and  vesture,  that 
our   Souls,   otherwise    too    like    perishing,  may 
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live  ?  What !  thou  hast  no  faculty  in  that 
kind  ?  Only  a  torch  for  burning  and  no 
hammer  for  building  ?  .  Take  our  thanks  then 
— and  thyself  away  ! '  " 

Villiers  smiled,  and  straightened  himself  in 
military  fashion,  as  was  his  habit  when  parti- 
cularly gratified. 

"  Excellent  old  Teufelsdrockh  !  "  he  mur- 
mured sotto-voce — "  He  had  a  rugged  method 
of  explaining  himself,  but  it  was  decisive  enough 
in  all  conscience  !  " 

''  Decisive  and  to  the  point,"  .  .  assented 
Alwyn,  putting  the  book  back  in  its  place,  and 
then  confronting  his  friend, — "  And  he  states 
precisely  what  is  wanted  by  the  world  to-day, — 
wanted  pressingly,  eagerly,  .  .  .  namely  that  the 
'  Divine  Spirit '  of  the  Christian  Religion  should 
be  set  forth  in  a  '  new  vehicle  and  vesture '  to 
keep  pace  with  the  advancing  enquiry  and  scientific 
research  of  man.  And  truly  for  this,  it  need 
only  be  expounded  according  to  its  old,  pure, 
primal,  spiritual  intention,  and  then,  the  more 
science  progresses  the  more  true  will  it  be 
proved.  Christ  distinctly  claimed  His  Divinity, 
and  everywhere  gave  manifestations  of  it.  Of 
course  it  can  be  said  that  these  manifestations 
rest  on  testimony, — and  that  the  '  testimony  ' 
was    drawn    up    afterwards    and    is    a  spurious 
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invention — but  we  have  no  more  proof  that  it  is 
spurious  than  we  have  of  -^  Homer's  Iliad  he\ng 
a  compilation  of  several  writers  and  not  the  work 
of  a  Homer  at  all.  Nothing,  not  even  the  events 
of  the  past  week,  can  be  safely  rested  on 
absolute,  undiffering  testimony,  inasmuch  as  no 
two  narrators  tell  the  same  story  alike.  But  all 
the  same  we  have  the  Iliad, — it  cannot  be  taken 
from  us  by  any  amount  of  argument,  .  .  and  we 
have  the  finiits  of  Christ's  gospel,  half-obscured 
as  it  is,  visible  among  us.  Everywhere,  civiliza- 
tion of  a  high  and  aspiring  order  has  followed 
Christianity  even  at  the  cost  of  blood  and 
tears, .  .  slavery  has  been  abolished,  and  women 
lifted  from  unspeakable  degradation  to  honour 
and  reverence, — and  had  men  been  more 
reasonable  and  self-controlled,  the  purifying 
work  would  have  been  done  peacefully  and 
without  persecution.  It  was  St.  Paul's  preach- 
ing that  upset  all  the  beautiful,  pristine  sim- 
plicity of  the  faith, — it  is  very  evident  he  had 
no  *  calling  or  election  '  such  as  he  pretended,  .  . 
I  wonder  Jeremy  Bentham's  conclusive  book 
on  the  subject  is  not  more  universally  known. 
Paul's  sermonizing  gave  rise  to  a  thousand 
different    shades    of   opinion   and  argument, — 

1  See  Chapter  III.  ''In  Al-Kyris"— the  allusion  to  "Oriizel." 
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and  for  a  mere  hair's  breadth  of  needless  dis- 
cussion, nation  has  fought  against  nation,  and 
man  against  man,  till  the  very  name  of  religion 
has  been  made  a  ghastly  mockery.  That  how- 
ever, is  not  the  fault  of  Christianity,  but  the 
fault  of  those  who  profess  to  follow  it,  like 
Paul,  while  merely  following  a  scheme  of  their 
own  personal  advantage  or  convenience,  .  . 
and  the  result  of  it  all  is  that  at  this  very 
moment,  there  is  not  a  church  in  Christendom 
where  Christ's  actual  commands  are  really  and 
to  the  letter  fulfilled." 

''  Strong  ! "  ejaculated  Villiers  with  a  slight 
smile  .  .  "  Mustn't  say  that  before  a  clergy- 
man  ! 

''Why  not  ?"  demanded  Alwyn  .  .  ^'Why 
should  not  clerics  be  told  once  and  for  all  how 
ill  they  perform  their  sacred  mission  ?  Look  at 
the  wilderness  of  spreading  Atheism  to-day !  .  . 
and  look  at  the  multitudes  of  men  and  women 
who  are  hungering  and  thirsting  for  a  greater 
comprehension  of  spiritual  things  than  they 
have  hitherto  had! — and  yet  the  preachers 
trudge  drowsily  on  in  the  old  ruts  they  have 
made  for  themselves,  and  give  neither  sympathy 
nor  heed  to  the  increasing  pain,  feverish  be- 
wilderment, and  positive  want  of  those  they 
profess  to  guide.     Concerning  science  too,  what 
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Is  the  good  of  telling  a  tolling,  more  or  less 
suffering  race,  that  there  are  eighteen  millions 
of  suns  In  the  Milky  Way,  and  that  viewed  by 
the  Immensity  of  the  Universe,  man  Is  nothing 
but  a  small,  mean  and  perishable  Insect  ? 
Humanity  hears  the  statement  with  dull  per- 
plexed brain,  and  Its  weight  of  sorrow  Is  doubled, 
— It  demands  at  once,  why,  If  an  insect,  Its  insect- 
life  should  Be  at  all.  If  nothing  Is  to  come  of  It  but 
weariness  and  woe  ?  The  marvels  of  scientific 
discovery  offer  no  solace  to  the  huge  Majority 
of  the  Afflicted,  unless  we  point  the  lesson  that 
the  Soul  of  Man  Is  destined  to  live  through 
more  than  these  wonders  ;  and  that  the  millions 
of  planetary  systems  in  the  Milky  Way  are  but 
the  Alpha  Beta  of  the  sublime  Hereafter  which 
Is  our  natural  heritage,  if  we  will  but  set  our- 
selves earnestly  to  win  It.  Moreover  we  should 
not  foolishly  Imagine  that  we  are  to  lead  good 
lives  merely  for  the  sake  of  some  suggested 
reward  or  wages, — no, — but  simply  because  In 
practising  progressive  good  we  are  equalizing 
ourselves  and  placing  ourselves  In  active  work- 
ing harmony  with  the  whole  progressive  good 
of  the  Creator's  plan.  We  have  no  more  right 
to  do  a  deliberately  evil  thing,  than  a  musician 
has  right  to  spoil  a  melody  by  a  false  note  on 
his    Instrument.     Why  should  we  wilfully  jar 
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God's  music,  of  which  we  are  a  part  ?  I  tell 
you,  that  reHgion  as  taught  to-day  is  rather  one 
of  custom  and  fear,  than  love  and  confidence, — 
men  cower  and  propitiate,  when  they  should  be 
full  of  thankfulness  and  praise, — and  as  for  any 
reserve  on  these  matters,  I  have  none, — in  fact 
I  fail  to  see  why  truth,  .  .  spiritual  truth,  .  should 
not  be  openly  proclaimed  now,  even  as  it  is  sure 
to  be  proclaimed  hereafter." 

His  manner  had  warmed  with  his  words,  and 
he  lifted  his  head  with  an  involuntary  gesture  of 
eloquent  resolve,  his  eyes  flashing  splendid  scorn 
for  all  things  hypocritical  and  mean.  Villiers 
looked  at  him,  feeling  curiously  moved  and  im- 
pressed by  his  fervent  earnestness. 

''  Well  I  was  right  in  one  thing  at  any  rate 
Alwyn  " — he  said  softly  .  .  *'  You  are  changed, — 
there's  not  a  doubt  about  it !  But  it  seems  to 
me  the  change  is  distinctly  for  the  better.  It 
does  my  heart  good  to  hear  you  speak  with  such 
distinct  and  manly  emphasis  on  a  subject,  which, 
though  it  is  one  of  the  burning  questions  of  the 
day,  is  too  often  treated  irreverently,  or  alto- 
gether dismissed  with  a  few  sentences  of  languid 
banter  or  cheap  sarcasm.  As  regards  myself 
personally,  I  must  say  that  a  man  without  faith 
in  anything  but  himself  has  always  seemed  to 
me  exactly  in  keeping  with  the  description  given 
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of  an  atheist,  by  Lady  Ashburton  to  Carlyle, — 
namely  '  a  person  who  robs  himself  not  only  of 
clothes,  but  of  flesh  as  well,  and  walks  about  the 
world  in  his  bones.'  And  oddly  enough,  in 
spite  of  all  the  controversies  going  on  about 
Christianity,  I  have  always  really  worshipped 
Christ  in  my  heart  of  hearts,  . .  and  yet .  .  I  cant 
go  to  church  !  I  seem  to  lose  the  idea  of  Him 
altogether  there  ; .  . .  but  "  . .  and  his  frank  face 
took  upon  itself  a  dreamy  light  of  deep  feeling 
— ''  there  are  times,  when  walking  alone  in  the 
fields,  or  through  a  very  quiet  grove  of  trees, 
or  on  the  sea-shore,  I  begin  to  think  of  His 
majestic  life  and  death,  and  the  Immense  un- 
failing sympathy  He  showed  for  every  sort  of 
human  suffering,  and  then  I  can  really  believe 
in  Him  as  Divine  friend,  comrade.  Teacher 
and  King,  and  I  am  scarcely  able  to  decide 
which  is  the  deepest  emotion  in  my  mind  to- 
wards Him — love,  or  reverence." 

He  paused, — Alwyn's  eyes  rested  upon  him 
with  a  quick  comprehensive  friendliness, — In 
one  exchange  of  looks,  the  two  men  became 
mutually  aware  of  the  strong  undercurrents  of 
thought  that  lay  beneath  each  other's  Individual 
surface-history,  and  that  perhaps  had  never  been 
so  clearly  recognized  before, — and  a  kind  of 
swift,  speechless  satisfactory  agreement  between 
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their  two  separate  natures  seemed  suddenly 
drawn  up,  ratified  and  sealed  in  a  glance. 

"I  have  often  thought,"  continued  Villiers 
more  lightly,  and  smiling  as  he  spoke — ''that 
we  are  all  angels  or  devils, — angels  in  our  best 
moments, — devils  in  our  worst.  If  we  could 
only  keep  the  best  moments  always  uppermost ! 
'  Ah  poor  deluded  human  nature ! '  as  old 
Moxall  says, — while  in  the  same  breath  he  con- 
tradicts himself  by  asserting  that  human  Reason 
is  the  only  infallible  means  of  ascertaining 
anything!  How  it  can  be  'deluded'  and 
'  infallible '  at  the  same  time,  I  can't  quite 
understand !  But,  Alwyn,  you  haven't  told  me 
how  you  like  the  '  get-up '  of  your  book  ?  " 

And  he  handed  the  volume  in  question  to 
its  author,  who  turned  it  over  with  the  most 
curious  air  of  careless  recognition, — in  his  fancy 
he  again  saw  Zabastes  writing  each  line  of  it 
down  to  Sah-luma's  dictation ! 

"  It's  very  well  printed" — he  said  at  last, — 
"and  very  tastefully  bound.  You  have  super- 
intended the  work  con  amove,  Villiers,  .  .  and 
I  am  as  obliged  to  you  as  friendship  will  let 
me  be.     You  know  what  that  means  ?  " 

"It  means  no  obligation  at  all" — declared 
Villiers  gaily .  .  "  because  friends  who  are  in 
the    least    worthy    the    name,    take    delight    in 
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furthering  each  other's  interests,  and  have  no 
need  to  be  thanked  for  doing  what  is  par- 
ticularly agreeable  to  them.  You  really  like 
the  appearance  of  it  then  ?  But  you've  got 
the  sixth  edition.     This  is  the  first." 

And  he  took  up  from  a  side-table  a  quaint 
small  quarto,  bound  in  a  very  superb  imitation 
of  old  embossed  leather  which  Alwyn,  behold- 
ing, was  at  once  struck  by  the  resemblance  it 
bore  to  the  elaborate  designs  that  had  adorned 
the  covers  of  the  papyrus  volumes  possessed 
by  his  Shadow-Self,  Sah-luma ! 

"  This  is  very  sumptuous ! "  he  said  with  a 
dreamy  smile — "  It  looks  quite  antique  !  " 

''  Doesn't  it  ?  "  exclaimed  Villiers  delighted — 
*'  I  had  it  copied  from  a  first  edition  of  Petrarca 
which  happens  to  be  in  my  collection.  This 
specimen  of  '  Nourhalma  '  has  become  valuable 
and  unique.  It  was  published  at  ten-and-six, 
and  can't  be  got  anywhere  under  five  or  six 
guineas,  if  for  that.  Of  course  a  copy  of  each 
edition  has  been  set  aside  for  you!' 

Alwyn  laid  down  the  book  with  a  gentle 
indifference. 

''  My  dear  fellow,  I've  had  enough  of  '  Nour- 
halmal  "  .  .  he  said  .  .  ''  I'll  keep  a  copy  of  the 
first  edition,  if  only  as  a  souvenir  of  your  good- 
will and  energy  in  bringing  it  out  so  admirably 

154 


zabAstesism  and  paulism. 

— but  for  the  rest !  .  .  the  book  belongs  to  me 
no  more,  but  to  the  public, — and  so  let  the 
public  do  with  it  what  they  will !  " 

Villiers  raised  his  eyebrows  perplexedly. 

''  I  believe  after  all,  Alwyn,  you  don't  really 
care  for  your  fame  !  " 

''  Not  in  the  least ! "  replied  Alwyn  laughing. 
-Why  should  I  ?" 

*'  You  longed  for  it  once  as  the  utmost 
good  ! " 

"  True ! — but  there  are  other  utmost  goods, 
my  friend,  that  I  desire  more  keenly." 

''  But  are  they  attainable  " — queried  Villiers, 
''  Men,  and  specially  poets,  often  hanker  after 
what  is  not  possible  to  secure." 

**  Granted  !  "  responded  Alwyn  cheerfully — 
"  But  I  do  not  crave  for  the  impossible. 
I  only  seek  to  recover  what  I   have  lost." 

''  And  that  is  ?  " 

**  What  most  men  have  lost,  or  are  insanely 
doing  their  best  to  lose  " — said  Alwyn  medita- 
tively .  .  '*  A  grasp  of  things  eternal  through 
the  veil  of  things  temporal." 

There  was  a  short  silence,  during  which 
Villiers  eyed  his  friend  wistfully. 

"  What  was  that  '  adventure  '  you  spoke  about 
in  your  letter  from  the  Monastery  on  the  Pass 
of  Dariel  ?  "  he  asked  after  a  while — ''  You  said 
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you  were  on  the  search  for  a  new  sensation — 
did  you  experience  it  ?  " 

Alwyn  smiled.     "I  certainly  did!'' 

"  Did  it  arise  from  a  contemplation  of  the 
site  of  the  Ruins  of  Babylon  ?" 

"  Not  exactly.  Babylon,  or  rather  the  earth- 
mounds  which  are  now  called  Babylon,  had 
very  little  to  do  with  it." 

"Don't  you  want  to  tell  me  about  it?" 
demanded  Villiers  abruptly. 

"  Not  just  yet " — answered  Alwyn  with  good- 
humoured  frankness, — "  Not  to-night  at  any 
rate  !  But  I  will  tell  you,  never  fear  !  For  the 
present  we've  talked  enough,  .  .  don't  you  think 
bed  suggests  itself  as  a  fitting  conclusion  to 
our  converse  .^ " 

Villiers  laughed  and  acquiesced,  and  after 
pressing  his  friend  to  partake  of  something  in 
the  way  of  supper,  which  refreshment  was 
declined,  he  preceded  him  to  a  small,  pleasantly- 
cosy  room,  his  '  guest-chamber '  as  he  called  it, 
but  which  was  really  almost  exclusively  set 
apart  for  Alwyn's  use  alone,  and  was  always  in 
readiness  for  him  whenever  he  chose  to  occupy 
it.  Turning  on  the  pretty  electric  lamp  that 
lit  the  whole  apartment  with  a  soft  and  shaded 
lustre,  Villiers  shook  hands  heartily  with  his  old 
school-fellow  and  favourite  comrade,  and  bidding 
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him  a  brief  but  cordial  good-night,  left  him  to 
repose. 

As  soon  as  he  was  alone,  Alwyn  took  out 
from  his  breast-pocket  a  small  velvet  letter-case, 
from  which  he  gently  drew  forth  a  slightly- 
pressed  but  unfaded  white  flower.  Setting  this 
in  a  glass  of  water  he  placed  it  near  his  bed, 
and  watched  it  for  a  moment.  Delicately  and 
gradually  its  pressed  petals  expanded,  .  .  its 
golden  corolla  brightened  in  hue,  .  .  a  subtle, 
sweet  odour  permeated  the  air,  .  .  and  soon  the 
angelic  ''immortelle"  of  the  Field  of  Ardath, 
shone  wondrously  as  a  white  star  in  the  quiet 
room.  And  when  the  lamp  was  extinguished 
and  the  Poet  slept,  that  strange  fair  blossom 
seemed  to  watch  him  like  a  soft  luminous  eye 
in  the  darkness, — a  symbol  of  things  divine  and 
lasting, — a  token  of  far  and  brilliant  worlds 
where  even  flowers  cannot  fade ! 
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REALISM. 

At  the  end  of  about  a  week  or  so,  it  became 
very  generally  known  among  the  mystic  "  Up- 
per Ten  "  of  artistic  and  literary  circles  that 
Theos  Alwyn  the  famous  author  of  '  A/'our- 
Jiabna'  was,  to  put  it  fashionably  "in  town." 
According  to  the  classic  phrasing  of  a  leading 
society  journal  ''Mr.  Theos  Alwyn  the  poet, 
whom  some  of  our  contemporaries  erroneously 
reported  as  dead,  has  arrived  in  London  from 
his  tour  in  the  East.  He  is  for  the  present  a 
guest  of  the  Honourable  Francis  Villiers." 
The  consequence  of  this  and  other  similar 
announcements  was,  that  the  postman  seemed 
never  to  be  away  from  Villiers's  door,  .  and 
every  time  he  came  he  was  laden  with  letters 
and  cards  of  invitation  addressed  for  the  most 
part  to  Villiers  himself,  who  with  something  of 
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dismay,  saw  his  study  table  getting  gradually 
covered  with  accumulating  piles  of  society-litter, 
such  as  is  comprised  in  the  various  formal  notifi- 
cations of  dinners,  dances,  balls,  soirees,  "at 
homes,"  and  all  the  divers  sorts  of  entertain- 
ment with  which  the  English  "  samusent  moult 
tristement.  "  Some  of  these  invitations,  less  cere- 
monious, were  in  the  form  of  pretty  little  notes 
from  great  ladies,  who  entreated  their  "  dear 
Mr.  Villiers"  to  give  them  the  ''extreme  honour 
and  pleasure  "  of  his  company  at  certain  select 
and  extra  brilliant  receptions  where  Royalty 
itself  would  be  represented,  adding  as  an  earnest 
postscript — "  and  do  bring  the  Lio7i  you  know, 
your  very  interesting  friend  Mr.  Alwyn,  with 
you  !  " — A  good  many  such  billets-doux  were 
addressed  to  Alwyn  personally,  and  as  he  opened 
and  read  them  he  was  somewhat  amused  to  see 
how  many  who  had  formerly  been  mere  bow- 
ing acquaintances,  were  now  suddenly,  almost 
magically,  transformed  into  apparently  eager, 
admiring  and  devoted  friends. 

"  One  would  think  these  people  really  liked 
me  for  myself"  ; — he  said  one  morning,  tossing 
aside  a  particularly  gushing,  pressing  note  from 
a  lady  who  was  celebrated  for  the  motley  crowds 
she  managed  to  squeeze  into  her  rooms  regard- 
less   of    anyone's    comfort    or    convenience, — 
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"And  yet,  as  the  matter  stands,  they  actually 
know  nothing  of  me.  I  might  be  a  villain  of 
the  deepest  dye,  a  kickable  cad,  or  a  coarse 
ruffian,  but  so  long  as  I  have  written  a  'suc- 
cessful '  book  and  am  a  '  somebody ' — a  literary 
'  notable '  what  matter  my  tastes,  my  morals 
or  my  disposition  !  If  this  sort  of  thing  Is  Fame, 
all  I  can  say  Is,  that  It  savours  of  very  detest- 
able vulgarity  !  " 

"  Of  course  it  does  !  " — assented  Vllllers — 
"  But  what  else  do  you  expect  from  modern 
society  ?  .  .  What  cau  you  expect  from  a  com- 
munity which  is  chiefly  ruled  by  moneyed /^r- 
venus,  but  vulgarity  ?  If  you  go  to  this  woman's 
place  for  instance  " — and  he  glanced  at  the  note 
Alwyn  had  thrown  on  the  table, — ''  you  will 
share  the  honours  of  the  evening  with  the  fam- 
ous man-milliner  of  Bond  Street,  an  '  artist '  in 
gowns, — the  female  upholsterer  and  house- 
decorator,  likewise  an  '  artist,' .  the  ladles  who 
'  compose '  bonnets  in  Regent  Street,  also 
'  artists, —  '  and  chlefest  among  the  motley  crowd 
perhaps,  the  so-called  new  '  Apostle  '  of  aesthe- 
ticlsm,  a  ponderous  gentleman  who  says  nothing 
and  does  nothing,  and  who  by  reason  of  his 
stupendous  inertia  and  taciturnity  is  considered 
the  greatest  '  gun  '  of  all ! .  It's  no  use  your 
going  among  such  people, — In  fact  no  one  who 
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has  any  reverence  left  in  him  for  the  truth  of 
Art,  can  mix  with  those  whose  profession  of  it 
is  a  mere  trade  and  hypocritical  sham.  Such 
dunderheads  would  see  no  artistic  difference 
between  Phidias  and  the  man  of  to-day  who 
hews  out  and  sets  up  a  common  marble  mantle- 
piece  !  I'm  not  a  fellow  to  moan  over  the 
'  good  old  times,' — no,  not  a  bit  of  it,  for  those 
good  old  times  had  much  in  them  that  was  de- 
cidedly bad, .  but  I  wish  progress  would  not  rob 
us  altogether  of  refinement." 

''  But  society  professes  to  be  growing  more 
and  more  cultured  every  day " — observed 
Alwyn. 

"Oh,  \t  professes  /  .  yes,  that's  just  the  mis- 
chief of  it.  Its  professions  are  not  worth  a 
groat.  It  professes  to  be  one  thing,  while 
anybody  with  eyes  can  see  that  it  actually  is 
another !  The  old  style  of  aristocrat  and 
gentleman  is  dying  out, — the  new  style  is  the 
horsey  lord,  the  betting  Duke,  the  coal-dealing 
Earl,  the  stock-broking  Viscount !  Trade  is  a 
very  excellent  thing, — a  very  necessary  and 
important  thing,  but  its  influence  is  distinctly 
not  refining.  I  have  the  greatest  respect  for 
my  cheesemonger  for  instance, .  (and  he  has 
an  equal  respect  for  me  since  he  has  found  that 
I  know  the  difference  between  real  butter  and 
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butterlne)  but  all  the  same  I  don't  want  to  see 
him  in  Parliament.  I  am  arrogant  enough  to 
believe  that  I,  even  I,  having  studied  some- 
what, know  more  about  the  country's  interest 
than  he  does.  I  view  it  by  the  light  of  ancient 
and  modern  historical  evidence, — he  views  it  ac- 
cording to  the  demand  it  makes  on  his  cheese. 
We  may  both  be  narrow  and  limited  in  judgment, — 
nevertheless  I  think,  with  all  due  modesty,  that 
his  judgment  is  likely  to  be  more  limited  than 
mine.  But  it's  no  good  talking  about  it, — this 
dear  old  land  is  given  up  to  a  sort  of  ignorant 
democracy,  which  only  needs  time  to  become 
anarchy, . .  and  we  haven't  got  a  strong  man 
among  us  who  dares  speak  out  the  truth  of  the 
inevitable  disasters  looming  above  us  all.  And 
society  is  not  only  vulgar  but  demoralized, — 
moreover,  what  is  worse  is,  that  aided  by  its 
preachers  and  teachers  it  is  sinking  into  deeper 
depths  of  demoralization,  with  every  passing 
month  and  year  of  time." 

Alwyn  leaned  back  in  his  chair  thoughtfully, 
a  sorrowful  expression  clouding  his  face. 

"  Surely  things  are  not  so  bad  as  they  seem, 
Villiers" —  he  said  gently — ''Are  you  not 
taking  a  pessimistic  view  of  affairs  }  " 

"  Not  at  all  !  "  and  Villiers,  warming  with 
his  subject,  walked  up  and  down  the  room  ex- 
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citedly  . .  "Nor  am  I  judging  by  the  narrow 
observation  of  any  particular  '  set '  or  circle. 
I  look  at  the  expressive  visible  outcome  of  the 
whole, — the  plainly  manifest  signs  of  the 
threatening  future.  Of  course  there  are  ever 
so  many  good  people, — earnest  people, — think- 
ing people, — but  they  are  a  mere  handful, 
compared  to  the  overpowering  millions  opposed 
to  them,  and  whose  motto  is  '  Evil,  be  thou 
my  good.'  Now  you,  for  Instance,  are  full  of 
splendid  ideas,  and  lucid  plans  of  check  and 
reform, — you  are  seized  with  a  passionate  de- 
sire to  do  something  great  for  the  world,  and 
you  are  ready  to  speak  the  truth  fearlessly  on 
all  occasions.  But  just  think  of  the  enormous 
task  It  would  be  to  stir  to  even  half  an  Inch  ot 
aspiring  nobleness,  the  frightful  mass  of  corrup- 
tion in  London  to-day !  In  all  trades  and 
professions  it  is  the  same  story, — everything  is 
a  question  oi gain.  To  begin  with,  look  at  the 
Church,  the  '  Pillar  of  the  State '  !  There,  all 
sorts  of  worthless.  Incompetent  men  are  hastily 
thrust  Into  livings  by  wealthy  patrons  who  care 
jiot^  a  jot  as  to  whether  they  are  morally  or 
intellectually  fit  for  their  sacred  mission, — and 
a  disgraceful  universal  muddle  is  the  result. 
From  this  muddle,  which  resembles  a  sort  of 
stagnant    pool,  emerge    the    strangest    fungus- 
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growths, — clergymen  who  take  to  acting  a 
'  miracle-play '  ostensibly  for  the  purposes  of 
charity,  but  really  to  gratify  their  own  tastes 
and  leanings  towards  the  mummer's  art, — all 
the  time  utterly  regardless  of  the  effect  their 
behaviour  Is  likely  to  have  on  the  minds  of 
the  unthinking  populace  who  are  led  by  the 
newspapers,  and  who  read  therein  bantering  In- 
quiries as  to  whether  the  Church  Is  coquetting 
with  the  Stage  ?  whether  the  two  are  likely  to 
become  one  ?  and  whether  Religion  will  In  the 
future  occupy  no  more  serious  consideration 
than  the  Drama  ?  What  Is  one  to  think,  when 
one  sees  clerical  notabilities  seated  In  the  stalls 
of  a  theatre,  complacently  looking  on  at  the  re- 
presentation of  a  '  society-play '  degrading  in 
plot,  repulsive  In  detail,  and  in  nearly  every 
case  havlne  to  do  with  a  married  woman  who 
indulges  In  a  lover  as  a  matter  of  course, — a 
play  full  of  ambiguous  side- hits  and  equivocal 
jests,  which  if  the  men  of  the  Church  were  stanch 
to  their  vocation,  they  would  be  the  first  to  con- 
demn. Why,  I  saw  the  other  day  In  a  fairly 
reliable  journal  that  some  of  these  excellent 
'divines'  were  going  to  start  'smoking  sermons' 
a  sort  of  Imitation  of  smoking-concerts  I  sup- 
pose, which  are  vile  enough  In  all  conscience, — 
but  to  mix  up  religious  matters  with  the  selfish 
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'  smoke-mania '  is  viler  still.  I  say  that  any 
clergyman  who  will  allow  men  to  smoke  in  his 
presence,  while  he  is  preaching  sacred  doctrine, 
is  a  coarse  cad,  and  ought  to  be  hounded  out 
of  the  Church  ! " 

He  paused,  his  face  flushing  with  vigorous, 
righteous  wrath.  Alwyn's  eyes  grew  dark  with 
an  infinite  pain.  His  thoughts  always  fled  back 
to  his  Dream  of  Al-Kyris,  with  a  tendency  to 
draw  comparisons  between  the  Past  and  the 
Present.  The  religion  of  that  long-buried  city 
had  been  mere  mummery  and  splendid  outward 
show, — what  was  the  religion  of  London  ?  Pie 
moved  restlessly. 

"  How  all  the  old  warnings  of  history  repeat 
themselves!"  he  said  suddenly..  "An  age  of 
mockery,  sham  sentiment  and  irreverence  has 
always  preceded  a  downfall, — can  it  be  possible 
that  we  are  already  receiving  hints  of  the  down- 
fall of  Encrland  ? " 

''  Aye,  not  only  of  England,  but  of  a  good 
many  other  nations  besides,"  said  Villiers — "  or  if 
not  actual  downfall,  change  and  terrific  upheaval. 
France  and  England  particularly  are  the  prey 
of  the  Demon  of  Realism,  .  and  all  the  writers 
who  should  use  their  pens  to  inspire  and  elevate 
the  people,  assist  in  degrading  them.  When 
their    books    are    not    obscene,  they   are    blas- 
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phemous.  Russia  too,  joins  In  the  cry  of 
Realism  ! — Realism  ! .  .  Let  us  have  the  filth 
of  the  gutters,  the  scourlngs  of  dustholes,  the 
corruption  of  graves,  the  odours  of  malaria,  the 
howlings  of  drunkards,  the  revelllngs  of  sen- 
sualists, .  .  the  worst  side  of  the  world  In  Its 
vilest  aspect  which  is  the  only  real  aspect  to 
those  who  are  voluntarily  vile  !  Let  us  see  to 
what  a  reeking  depth  of  unutterable  shameless 
brutality  man  can  fall  If  he  chooses — not,  as 
formerly,  when  It  was  shown  to  what  glorious 
heights  of  noble  supremacy  he  could  rise !  For 
in  this  age,  the  heights  are  called  '  transcendental 
folly' — and  the  reeking  depths  are  called 
Realism !  " 

''  And  yet  what  is  Realism  really  ?  "  queried 
Alwyn, — "  Does  anybody  know  ?.  .  It  is  sup- 
posed to  be  the  actuality  of  every-day  existence 
without  any  touch  of  romance  or  pathos  to  soften 
Its  frequently  hideous  Common-place,  .  but  the 
fact  Is  the  Common-place  Is  not  the  Real.  The 
highest  flights  of  Imagination  in  the  human 
being  fail  to  grasp  the  Reality  of  the  splendours 
everywhere  surrounding  him, — and  viewed 
rightly,  Realism  would  become  Romance  and 
Romance,  Realism.  We  see  a  ragged  woman 
In  the  streets  picking  up  scraps  for  her  daily 
food, .  .  that  is  what  we  may  call  realistic, — but 
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we  are  not  looking  at  the  actual  woman  after 
all!  We  cannot  see  her  Inner  Self,  or  form 
any  certain  comprehension  of  the  possible 
romance  or  tragedy  which  that  Inner  Self  has 
experienced  or  is  experiencing.  We  see  the 
outer  Appearance  of  the  woman,  but  what  of 
that  ? .  .  The  realism  of  the  suffering  creature's 
hidden  history  lies  beyond  us, — so  far  beyond 
us  that  it  is  called  romance  because  it  seems  so 
impossible  to  fathom  or  understand.'^ 

"  True,    most   absolutely  true  !  "  said  Villiers 
emphatically — "  But  it  is  a    truth  you  will  get 
very  few  to  admit !  .    Everything  to-day  is  in  a 
state   of   unsubstantiality  and  sham  ; — we  have 
even  sham  Realism  as  well  as  sham  sentiment, 
sham  religion,  sham    art,    sham  morality.     We 
have  a  Parliament  that  sits  and  jabbers  lengthy 
platitudes  that  lead  to  nothing,  while  Army  and 
Navy  are  slowly  slipping  into  a  state  of  helpless 
desuetude,  and  the   mutterings    of  discontented 
millions  are  almost  unregarded, — the  spectre  of 
Revolution,  assuming  somewhat  of  the  shape  in 
which  it  appalled  the   French  in   1789  is  dimly 
approaching  in  the  distance,  .  .  even  our  London 
County  Council    bears  the  far-off  faint  shadow 
of  a  very  prosaic  resemblance   to  the    National 
Assembly  of  that  era,  .  .  and  our  weak  efforts  to 
cure  cureless  grievances,  and  to  deafen  our  ears 
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to  crying  evils  are  very  similar  to  the  clumsy 
attempts  made  by  Louis  XVI.  and  his  partisans 
to  botch  up  a  terribly  bad  business.  O  the 
people,  the  people  ! .  .  They  are  unquestionably 
the  flesh,  blood,  bone  and  sinew  of  the  country, 
— and  the  English  people,  say  what  sneerers 
will  to  the  contrary,  are  a  good  people, — patient, 
plodding,  forbearing,  strong,  and  on  the  whole 
most  equable-tempered, — but  their  teachers 
teach  them  wrongly,  and  confuse  their  brains 
Instead  of  clearing  them,  and  throw  a  weight  of 
Compulsory  Education  at  their  heads,  without 
caring  how  they  may  use  It,  or  how  such  a  blow 
from  the  clenched  fist  of  Knowledge  may  stupefy 
and  bewilder  them,  . .  and  the  consequence  Is 
that  now,  were  a  strong  man  to  arise,  with  a 
lucid  brain,  an  eloquent  power  of  expressing 
truth,  a  great  sympathy  with  his  kind,  and  an 
immense  Indifference  to  his  own  fate  In  the  con- 
test, he  could  lead  this  vast,  waiting,  wondering, 
growling,  hydra-headed  London  wheresoever 
he  would  ! " 

''What  an  orator  you  are,  Vllliers ! "  .  .  said 
Alwyn  with  a  half-smile.  "  I  never  heard  you 
come  out  so  strongly  before ! " 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  replied  Vllliers  In  a  calmer 
tone — "  It's  enough  to  make  any  man  with  warm 
blood  In  his  veins  feel !     Everywhere  signs  of 
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weakness,  cowardice,  compromise,  hesitation, 
vacillation,  incompetency,  and  everywhere  in 
thoughtful  minds,  the  keen  sense  of  a  Fate  ad- 
vancing like  the  giant  in  the  seven-leagued 
boots,  at  huge  strides  every  day.  The  pon- 
derous Law  and  the  stolid  Police  hem  us  in  on 
each  side,  as  though  the  nation  were  a  helpless 
infant  toddling  between  two  portly  nurses, — we 
dare  not  denounce  a  scoundrel  and  Har,  but 
must  needs  put  up  with  him,  lest  we  should  be 
involved  in  an  action  for  libel ;  and  we  dare  not 
knock  down  a  vulgar  bully,  lest  we  should  be 
given  in  charge  for  assault.  Hence,  liars  and 
scoundrels  and  vulgar  bullies  abound,  and  men 
skulk  and  grin,  and  play  the  double-face,  till  they 
lose  all  manfulness.  Society  sits  smirking  fool- 
ishly on  the  top  of  a  smouldering  volcano, — and 
the  chief  Symbols  of  greatness  among  us, 
Religion,  Poesy,  Art, .  are  burning  as  feebly  as 
tapers  in  the  catacombs,  .  .  the  Church  resembles 
a  drudge,  who  tired  of  routine  is  gradually  sink- 
ing into  laziness  and  inertia, .  .  and  the  Press ! . . 
ye  gods  !  .  .  the  Press  !  " 

Here  speech  seemed  to  fail  him, — he  threw 
himself  into  a  chair,  and  to  relieve  his  mind, 
kicked  away  the  advertisement-sheet  of  the 
morning's  newspaper  with  so  much  angry 
vehemence  that  Alwyn  laughed  outright. 
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"  What  ails  you  now,  Vllliers  ?  "  he  demanded 
mirthfully  .  .  "  You  are  a  regular  fire-eater — a 
would-be  Crusader  against  a  modern  Saracen 
host !  Why  are  you  choked  with  such  seemingly 
unutterable  wrath  ?  .  .  what  of  the  Press  ?  .  . 
it  is  at  any  rate  free." 

"  Free !"  cried  Villiers,  sitting  bolt  upright  and 
shooting  out  the  word  like  a  bullet  from  a  gun, 
— "  Free  ?  .  .  the  Press  ?  It  is  the  veriest  bound 
slave  that  was  ever  hampered  by  the  chains  of 
party  prejudice, — and  the  only  attempt  at  freedom 
it  ever  makes  in  its  lower  grades  is  an  occasional 
outbreak  into  scurrility  !  And  yet  think  what  a 
majestic  power  for  good  the  true,  real  Liberty 
of  the  Press  might  wield  over  the  destinies  of 
nations  !  Broadly  viewed,  the  Press  should  be 
the  strong,  practical,  helping  right  hand  of 
civilization,  dealing  out  equal  justice,  equal 
sympathy,  equal  instruction, — it  should  be  the 
fosterer  of  the  arts  and  sciences, — the  every-day 
guide  of  the  morals  and  culture  of  the  people, — 
it  should  not  specially  advocate  any  cause  save 
Honour, — it  should  be  as  far  as  possible  the 
unanimous  voice  of  the  Nation.  It  s/ioiild  be^ 
— but  what  is  it  ?  Look  round  and  judge  for 
yourself.  Every  daily  paper  panders  more  or 
less  to  the  lowest  tastes  of  the  mob, — while  if  the 
higher  sentiments  of  man  are  not  actually  sneered 
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at,  they  are  made  a  subject  for  feeble  surprise,  or 
vapid  '  gush.'  An  act  of  heroic  unselfishness 
meets  with  such  a  cackling  chorus  of  amazed, 
half-bantering  approval  from  the  leading-article 
writers,  that  one  is  forced  to  accept  the  sug- 
gestion implied, — namely  that  to  be  heroic  or 
unselfish,  is  evidently  an  outbreak  of  noble 
instinct  that  is  entirely  unexpected  and  remark- 
able,— nay,  even  eccentric  and  inexplicable  • 
The  spirit  of  mockery  pervades  everything  ; — 
and  while  the  story  of  a  murder  is  allowed  to 
occupy  three  and  four  columns  of  print,  the 
account  of  some  great  scientific  discovery,  or 
the  report  of  some  famous  literary  or  artistic 
achievement,  is  squeezed  into  a  few  lukewarm 
and  unsatisfactory  lines.  I  have  seen  a  female 
paragraphist's  idiotic  description  of  an  actress's 
gown,  allowed  to  take  more  space  in  a  journal 
than  the  review  of  a  first-class  book  !  Moreover 
if  an  honest  man,  desirous  of  giving  vent  to  an 
honest  opinion  on  some  crying  abuse  of  the 
day,  were  to  set  forth  that  opinion  in  letter-form 
and  try  to  get  it  published  in  a  leading  and 
important  newspaper,  the  chances  are  ten  to 
one  that  it  would  never  be  inserted,  unless  he 
happened  to  know  the  Editor,  or  one  of  the 
staff,  and  perhaps  not  even  then,  because  mark 
you  !  his  opinion   imist  be  in  accordance  with 
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the  literary  editor's  opinion,  or  It  will  be  con- 
sidered of  no  value  to  the  world  !  Consider 
that  gigantic  absurdity  !  .  .  consider  that  when 
we  read  our  newspaper  we  are  not  learning  the 
views  of  Europe  on  a  certain  subject, — we  are 
absorbing  the  ideas  of  the  Editor,  to  whom 
everything  must  be  submitted  before  insertion 
In  the  oracular  columns  we  pin  our  faith  on  ! 
Thus  it  is  that  criticism, — literary  criticism, — at 
any  rate,  is  a  lost  art, — yott  know  that.  A  man 
must  either  be  dead  (or  considered  dead)  or  In 
a  '  clique '  to  receive  any  open  encouragement 
at  all  from  the  so-called  '  crack  '  critics.  And  the 
cliquey  men  are  generally  such  stupendous 
bigots  for  their  own  particular  and  restricted 
form  of  '  style.'  Anything  new  they  hate, — any- 
thing daring  they  treat  with  ridicule.  Some  of 
them  have  no  hesitation  in  saying  they  prefer 
Matthew  Arnold  (remember  he's  dead  !)  to 
Tennyson  and  Swinburne  (as  yet  living)  .  . 
while  as  a  fact,  if  we  are  to  go  by  the  high 
standards  of  poetical  art  left  us  by  Shakespeare, 
Keats,  Shelley,  and  Byron,  Matthew  Arnold  Is 
about  the  very  tamest,  most  unimaginative,  bald 
bard  that  ever  kindled  a  luclfer-match  of  verse 
and  fancied  it  the  fire  of  Apollo !  It's  utterly 
impossible  to  get  either  a  just  or  broad  view  of 
literature  out    of   cliques, — and  the   Press  like 
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many  of  our  other  '  magnificent '  institutions  is 
working  entirely  on  a  wrong  system.  But  who 
is  going  to  be  wise  or  strong  or  diplomatic 
enough  to  reform  it  ?  .  .  No  one,  at  present, — 
and  we  shall  jog  along,  and  read  up  the  details 
of  vice  in  our  dailies  and  weeklies,  till  we  almost 
lose  the  savour  of  virtue,  and  till  the  last  de- 
graded end  comes  of  it  all,  and  blatant  young 
America  thrones  herself  on  the  shores  of  Britain 
and  sends  her  eagle-screech  of  conquest  echo- 
ing over  Old  World  and  New." 

''  Don't  think  it,  Villiers  !  "  exclaimed  Alwyn 
impetuously  .  .  "  There  Is  a  mettle  In  the  English 
that  will  never  be  conquered  !  " 

Villiers  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  We  will  hope 
so,  my  dear  boy  ! "  he  said  resignedly.  "  But 
the  '  mettle,'  under  bad  government,  with  bad 
weapons,  and  more  or  less  untried  ships,  can 
scarcely  be  blamed  if  it  should  not  be  able  to 
resist  a  tremendous  y*^r<;^  majeure.  Besides,  all 
the  Parliaments  in  the  world  cannot  upset  the 
laws  of  the  universe.  If  things  are  false  and 
corrupt  they  micst  be  swept  away, — Nature  will 
not  have  them, — she  will  transmute  and  trans- 
form them  somehow,  no  matter  at  what  cost. 
It  Is  the  cry  of  the  old  Prophets  over  again, — 
'  Because  ye  have  not  obeyed  God's  Law,  there- 
fore  shall  ye  meet  with  destruction.'     Egoism 
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Is  certainly  not  God's  Law,  and  we  shall  have  to 
return  on  our  imagined-progressive  steps,  and 
be  beaten  with  rods  of  affliction,  till  we  under- 
stand what  His  Law  is.  It  Is,  for  one  thing,  the 
wheel  that  keeps  this  Universe  going — ^z/rlaws 
are  no  use  whatever  In  the  management  of  His 
sublime  cosmos  !  Nations,  like  individuals,  are 
punished  for  their  own  wilful  misdeeds, — the 
punishment  may  be  tardy,  but  sure  as  death  It 
comes.  And  I  fancy  America  will  be  our 
'  scourge  In  the  Lord's  hand ' — as  the  Bible 
hath  It.  That  pretty,  dollar-crusted  young  Re- 
publican wants  an  aristocracy, . .  she  will  engraft 
It  on  the  old  roots  here, — In  fact  she  has  already 
beeun  to  eno^raft  it.  It  Is  even  on  the  cards  that 
she  may  need  a  Monarchy — If  she  does  she  will 
plant  It . .  here  !  Then  it  will  be  time  for  Eng- 
Hshmen  to  adopt  another  country,  and  forget  if 
they  can  their  own  disgraced  nationality.  And 
yet,  if  as  Shakespeare  says,  England  were  to 
herself  but  true, — if  she  had  great  statesmen,  as 
of  yore, — intellectual,  earnest,  self-abnegating, 
fearless,  unhesitating  workers,  who  would  devote 
themselves  heart  and  soul  to  her  welfare,  she 
might  gather,  not  only  her  Colonies,  but  America 
also  to  her  knee,  as  a  mother  gathers  children, 
and  the  most  magnificent  Christian  Empire  the 
world   has  ever  seen  might  rise  up,  a  supreme 
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marvel  of  civilization  and  union  that  would  make 
all  other  nations  wonder  and  revere.  But  the 
selfishness  of  the  day  and  the  ruling  passion  of 
gain,  are  the  fatal  obstructions  in  the  path  of 
such  a  desirable  millennium." 

He  ended  abruptly — he  had  unburdened  his 
mind  to  one  who  he  knew  understood  him 
and  sympathized  with  him,  and  he  turned  to 
the  perusal  of  some  letters  just  received. 

The  two  friends  were  sitting  that  morning 
in  the  breakfast-room, — a  charming  little  octa- 
gonal apartment,  looking  out  on  a  small,  very 
small  garden,  which  despite  the  London  atmo- 
sphere, looked  just  now  very  bright  with  taste- 
fully arranged  parterres  of  white  and  yellow 
crocuses,  mingled  with  the  soft  blue  of  the  dainty 
hepatica,  that  frank-faced  little  blossom  which 
seems  to  express  such  an  honest  confidence  in 
the  goodness  of  God's  sky.  A  few  sparrows 
of  dissipated  appearance  were  bathing  their 
sooty  plumes  in  a  pool  of  equally  sooty  water 
left  in  the  garden  as  a  token  of  last  night's 
rain,  and  they  splashed  and  twittered  and 
debated  and  fussed  with  each  other  concerning 
their  ablutions,  with  almost  as  much  importance 
as  could  have  been  displayed  by  the  effeminate 
Romans  of  the  Augustan  era  when  disporting 
themselves  in  their  sumptuous  Thermcc.  Alwyn's 
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eyes  rested  on  them  unseelngly, — his  thoughts 
were  very  far  away  from  all  his  surroundings. 
Before  his  imagination  rose  a  Gehenna-like 
picture  of  the  world  in  which  he  had  to  live, — 
the  world  of  fashion  and  form  and  usage, — the 
world  he  was  to  try  and  rouse  to  a  sense  of 
better  thinors.  A  Promethean  task  indeed  ! 
to  fill  human  life  with  new  symbols  of  hope, — 
to  set  up  a  white  standard  of  faith  amid  the 
swift  rushing-on  and  reckless  trampling-down 
of  desperate  battle, — to  pour  out  on  all,  rich 
or  poor,  worthy  or  unworthy,  the  divine-born 
balm  of  Sympathy,  which  when  given  freely 
and  sincerely  from  man  to  man,  serves  often  as 
a  check  to  vice — a  silent  yet  all-eloquent  re- 
buke to  crime, — and  can  more  easily  instil  into 
refractory  intelligences  things  of  God  and 
desires  for  good,  than  any  preacher's  argument 
no  matter  how  finely  worded.  To  touch  the 
big,  wayward,  better  heart  of  Humanity!., 
could  he  in  very  truth  do  it  ?  .  .  Or  was  the  work 
too  vast  for  his  ability  ?  Tormented  by  various 
cross-currents  of  feeling,  he  gave  vent  to  a 
troubled  sigh  and  looked  dubiously  at  his 
friend. 

"In  such  a  state  of  things  as  you  describe, 
Villiers  " — he  said  ''  what  a  useless  unit  /  am  ! 
A   Poet ! — who  wants   me  in   this  age  of  Sale 
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and  Barter  ? .  .  Is  not  a  producer  of  poems 
always  considered  more  or  less  of  a  fool  now- 
a-days,  no  matter  how  much  his  works 
may  be  in  fashion  for  the  moment  ?  I  am 
sure,  in  spite  of  the  success  of  '  Notirkalma,' 
that  the  era  of  poetry  has  passed  ;  and  more- 
over it  certainly  seems  to  have  given  place  to 
the  very  baldest  and  most  unbeauteous  forms 
of  prose !  As  for  instance,  if  a  book  is  written 
which  contains  what  is  called  '  poetic  prose,' 
the  critics  are  all  ready  to  denounce  it  as 
'turgid,'  'overladen,'  'strained  for  effect' — 
and  '  hysterical-sublime.'  Heine's  Reisebilder 
which  is  one  of  the  most  exquisite  poems  in 
prose  ever  given  to  the  world,  is  nearly  incom- 
prehensible to  the  majority  of  English  minds  ; 
so  much  so  indeed,  that  the  English  translators 
in  their  rendering  of  it,  have  not  only  lost  the 
delicate  glamour  of  its  fairy-like  fancifulness, 
but  have  also  blunted  all  the  fine  points  of  its 
dazzling  sarcasm  and  wealth  of  imagery.  It  is 
evident  enough  that  the  larger  mass  of  people 
prefer  mediocrity  to  high  excellence,  else  such  a 
number  of  merely  mediocre  works  of  art  would 
not  and  could  not  be  tolerated.  And  as  long  as 
mediocrity  is  permitted  to  hold  ground,  it  is 
almost  an  impossibility  to  do  much  towards 
raising  the  standard  of  literature.  The  few 
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who  love  the  best  authors  are  as  a  mere  drop 
in  the  ocean  of  those  who  not  only  choose  the 
worst  but  who  also  fail  to  see  any  difference 
between  good  and  bad." 

"True  enough!"  assented  Villiers, — ''Still 
the  '  few '  you  speak  of  are  worth  all  the  rest. 
For  the  'few'  Homer  wrote, — Plato,  Marcus 
Aurelius,  Epictetus, — and  the  '  few  '  are  capable 
of  teaching  the  majority  if  they  will  only  set 
about  it  rightly.  But  at  present  they  are  setting 
about  it  wrongly.  All  children  are  taught  to 
read,  but  no  child  is  guided  in  what  to  read. 
This  is  like  giving  a  loaded  gun  to  a  boy  and 
saying  '  Shoot  away ! .  .  No  matter  in  which 
direction  you  point  your  aim,  .  .  shoot  yourself 
if  you  like  and  others  too, — anyhow  you've  got 
the  gun ! '  Of  course  there  are  a  few  fellows 
who  have  occasionally  drawn  up  a  list  of  books 
as  suitable  for  everybody's  perusal, — but  then 
these  lists  cannot  be  taken  as  true  criterions,  as 
they  all  differ  from  one  another  as  much  as 
church-sects.  One  would-be  instructor  in  the 
art  of  reading,  says  we  ought  all  to  study  '  Tom 
Jones  ' — now  I  don't  see  the  necessity  of  that  ! 
And  oddly  enough  these  lists  scarcely  ever 
include  the  name  of  a  poet, — which  is  the 
absurdest  mistake  ever  made.  A  liberal  educa- 
tion in  the  highest  works  of  poesy  is  absolutely 
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necessary  to  the  thinking-abilities  of  man.  But 
Alwyn,  you  need  not  trouble  yourself  about 
what  is  good  for  the  million  and  what  isn't,  .  . 
whatever  you  write  is  sure  to  be  read  now — 
you've  got  the  ear  of  the  public, — the  'fair 
large  ear'  of  the  ass's  head  which  disguises 
Bottom  the  Weaver  who  frankly  says  of  himself 
'  I  am  such  a  tender  ass,  if  my  hair  do  but 
tickle  me,  I  must  scratch  ! '  " 

Alwyn  smiled.  He  was  thinking  of  what  his 
Shadow-Self  had  said  on  this  very  subject — "  A 
book  or  poem,  to  be  great,  and  keep  its  greatness 
hereafter  must  be  judged  by  the  natural  in- 
stinct of  peoples.  This  world-wide  decision  has 
never  yet  been  and  never  will  be  hastened  by 
any  amount  of  written  criticism, — it  is  the  re- 
sponsive beat  of  the  enormous  Pulse  of  Life  that 
thrills  through  all  mankind,  high  and  low,  gentle 
and  simple, — its  great  throbs  are  slow  and 
solemnly  measured,  yet  if  once  it  answers  to  a 
Poet's  touch,  that  Poet's  name  is  made  glorious 
for  ever!"  He,  .  .  in  the  character  of  Sah- 
luma,  .  .  had  seemed  to  utter  these  sentiments 
many  ages  ago, — and  now  the  words  repeated 
themselves  in  his  thoughts  with  a  new  and  deep 
intensity  of  meaning. 

"Of    course  "—added      Villiers    suddenly— 
"  you   must  expect  plenty  of  adverse  criticism 
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now,  as  It  is  known  beyond  all  doubt  that  you 
are  alive  and  able  to  read  what  is  written  con- 
cerning you, — but  If  you  once  pay  attention  to 
critics  you  may  as  well  put  aside  pen  altogether, 
as  it  is  the  business  of  these  worthies  never  to  be 
entirely  satisfied  with  anything.  Even  Shelley 
and  Byron  in  the  critical  capacity,  abused  Keats 
till  the  poor  suffering  youth  who  promised  to  be 
greater  than  either  of  them,  died  of  a  broken 
heart  as  much  as  disease.  This  sort  of  in- 
justice will  go  on  to  the  end  of  time,  or  till 
men  become  more  Christianized  than  Paul's 
version  of  Christianity  has  ever  yet  made 
them." 

Here  a  knock  at  the  door  interrupted  the 
conversation.  The  servant  entered,  bringing  a 
note  gorgeously  crested  and  coroneted  in  gold. 
Villiers,  to  whom  it  was  addressed,  opened 
and  read  it. 

"What  shall  we  do  about  this  ?  "  he  asked, 
when  his  man  had  retired — "  It  is  an  invitation 
from  the  Duchess  de  la  Santoisie.  She  asks  us 
to  go  and  dine  with  her  next  week, — a  party  of 
twenty — reception  afterwards.  I  think  we'd 
better  accept, — what  do  you  say  ?  " 

Alwyn  roused  himself  from  his  reverie. 
*' Anything  to  please  you,  my  dear  boy!"  he 
answered      cheerfully — ''  But     I     haven't     the 
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faintest  Idea  who  the  Duchess  de  la  Santoisie 
is!" 

*'  No  ?  .  .  Well,  she's  an  English-woman  who 
has  married  a  French  Duke.  He  is  a  delightful 
old  fellow,  the  pink  of  courtesy,  and  the  model 
of  perfect  egotism.  A  true  Parisian  and  of 
course  an  atheist, — a  very  polished  atheist  too, 
with  a  most  charming  reliance  on  his  own  in- 
fallibility. His  wife  writes  novels  which  have 
a  slight  leaning  towards  Zolaism, — she  is  an 
extremely  witty  woman,  sarcastic  and  cold- 
blooded enough  to  be  a  female  Robespierre, 
yet,  on  the  whole  amusing  as  a  study  of  what 
curious  nondescript  forms  the  feminine  nature 
can  adopt  unto  itself,  if  it  chooses.  She  has  an 
inmense  respect  for  genius, — mind,  I  say  genius 
advisedly,  because  she  really  is  one  of  those 
rare  few  who  cannot  endure  mediocrity.  Every- 
thing at  her  house  is  the  best  of  its  kind,  and 
the  people  she  entertains  are  the  best  of  theirs. 
Her  welcome  of  you  will  be  at  any  rate  a 
sincerely  admiring  one, — and  as  I  think,  in 
spite  of  your  desire  for  quiet,  you  will  have 
to  show  yourself  somewhere,  it  may  as  well 
be  there." 

Alwyn  looked  dubious  and  not  at  all  resigned 
to  the  prospect  of  "  showing  himself." 

''Your    description    of   her    does    not  strike 
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me  as  particularly  attractive," — he  said — ''  I 
cannot  endure  that  nineteenth-century  herma- 
phroditic production,  a  mannish  woman." 

''  O  but  she  isn't  altogether  mannish,"- — 
declared  Villiers,  .  .  ''  Besides  I  mustn't  forget 
to  add,  that  she  is  extremely  beautiful." 

Alwyn  shrugged  his  shoulders  indifferently. 
His  friend  noticed  the  gesture  and  laughed. 

'*  Still  impervious  to  beauty,  old  boy  ?  " — 
he  said  gaily — "  You  always  were,  I  re- 
member !  " 

Alwyn  flushed  a  little,  and  rose  from  his 
chair. 

"  Not  always  " — he  answered  steadily, — 
''  There  have  been  times  in  my  life,  when  the 
beauty  of  woman, — mere  physical  beauty, — has 
exercised  great  influence  over  me.  But  I  have 
lately  learned  how  a  fair  face  may  sometimes 
mask  a  foul  mind, — and  unless  I  can  see  the 
Substance  of  Soul  looking  through  the  Semblance 
of  Body,  then  I  know  that  the  beauty  I  seem  to 
behold  is  mere  Appearance  and  not  Reality. 
Hence,  unless  your  beautiful  Duchess  be  like 
the  '  King's  daughter '  of  David's  psalm  '  all 
glorious  within ' — her  apparent  loveliness  will 
have  no  charm  for  me  !  —  Now  " — and  he 
smiled,  and  spoke  in  a  less  serious  tone  .  .  ''if 
you  have  no  objection,  I  am  off  to  my  room  to 
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scribble  for  an  hour  or  so.  Come  for  me  if 
you  want  me — you  know  I  don't  in  the  least 
mind  being  disturbed." 

But  Villiers  detained  him  a  moment,  and 
looked  inquisitively  at  him  full  in  the  eyes. 

"  You've  got  some  singular  new  attraction 
about  you,  Alwyn," — he  said  with  a  strange 
sense  of  keen  inward  excitement  as  he  met  his 
friend's  calm  yet  flashing  glance, — "  Something 
mysterious,  .  .  something  that  compels  !  What  is 
it  ?  .  .  I  believe  that  visit  of  yours  to  the  Ruins 
of  Babylon  had  a  more  important  motive  than 
you  will  admit,  .  .  moreover  .  .  I  believe  you 
are  in  love  !  " 

''In  love!" — Alwyn  laughed  a  little  as  he 
repeated  the  words  .  .  "  What  a  foolish  term 
that  is  when  you  come  to  think  of  it !  For  to 
be  in  love  suggests  the  possibility  of  getting 
out  again, — which  if  love  be  true,  can  never 
happen.  Say  that  /  love  I — and  you  will  be 
nearer  the  mark  !  Now  don't  look  so  mystified, 
and  don't  ask  me  any  more  questions  just  now 
— to-night  when  we  are  sitting  together  in  the 
library  I'll  tell  you  the  whole  story  of  my 
Babylonian  adventure ! " 

And  with  a  light  parting  wave  of  the  hand 
he  left  the  room,  and  Villiers  heard  him 
humming  a  tune  softly  to  himself,  as  he  ascen- 
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ded  the  stairs  to  his  own  apartment,  where,  ever 
since  he  arrived,  he  had  made  it  his  custom  to 
do  two  or  three  hours'  steady  writing  every 
morning.  For  a  moment  or  so  after  he  had 
gone,  Villiers  stood  lost  in  thought,  with  knitted 
brows  and  meditative  eyes, — then  rousing  him- 
self, he  went  off  to  his  study  and  sitting  down 
at  his  desk  wrote  an  answer  to  the  Duchesse 
de  la  Santoisie,  accepting  her  invitation. 
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REWARDS    OF    FAME. 


An  habitual  resident  in  London  who  is 
gifted  with  a  keen  faculty  of  hearing  and 
observation,  will  soon  learn  to  know  instinc- 
tively the  various  characteristics  of  the  people 
who  call  upon  him  by  the  particular  manner  in 
which  each  one  handles  his  door-bell  or  knocker. 
He  will  recognize  the  timid  from  the  bold, 
the  modest  from  the  arrogant,  the  meditative 
thinker  from  the  bustling  man  of  fashion,  the 
familiar  friend  from  the  formal  acquaintance. 
Every  individual's  method  of  announcing  his 
or  her  arrival  to  the  household  is  distinctly 
different, — and  Villiers  who  studied  a  little  of 
everything,  had  not  failed  to  take  note  of  the 
curiously  diversified  degrees  of  single  and 
double  rapping  by  means  of  which  his  visitors 
sought  admittance  to  his   abode.       In  fact,  he 

185 


ARDATH. 

rather  prided  himself  on  being  able  to  guess 
with  almost  invariable  correctness  what  special 
type  of  man  or  woman  was  at  his  door, 
provided  he  could  hear  the  whole  diapason  of 
their  knock  from  beginning  to  end.  When  he 
was  shut  in  his  '  den  '  however,  the  sounds  were 
muffled  by  distance  and  he  could  form  no  just 
judgment, — sometimes  indeed  he  did  not  hear 
them  at  all,  especially  if  he  happened  to  be 
playing  his  'cello  at  the  time.  So  that  this 
morning  he  was  considerably  startled,  when, 
having  finished  his  letter  to  the  Duchesse  de  la 
Santoisie,  a  long  and  persistent  rat-tat-tatting 
echoed  noisily  through  the  house,  like  the  smart 
quick  blows  of  a  carpenter's  hammer — a  species 
of  knock  that  was  entirely  unfamiliar  to  him,  and 
that  while  so  emphatic  in  character  suggested 
to  his  mind  neither  friend  nor  foe.  He  laid 
down  his  pen,  listened  and  waited.  In  a 
minute  or  two  his  servant  entered  the  room. 

''If  you  please  sir,  a  lady  to  see  Mr.  Alwyn. 
Shall  I  show  her  up  ?  " 

Villlers  rose  slowly  out  of  his  chair,  and  stood 
eyeing  his  man  in  blank  bewilderment. 

''A  lady/  .  .  To  see  Mr.  Alwyn !  "—he  re- 
peated, his  thoughts  instantly  reverting  to  his 
friend's  vaguely-hinted  love-affair,  —  "What 
name  ? " 
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"  She  gives  no  name,  sir.  She  says  it  isn't 
needed, — Mr.  Alwyn  will  know  who  she 
is." 

"  Mr.  Alwyn  will  know  who  she  is,  will 
he  .^"  murmured  Villiers  dubiously. — '' What  is 
she  like  ?     Young  and  pretty  ?  " 

Over  the  man-servant's  staid  countenance 
came  the  glimmer  of  a  demure,  respectful 
smile. 

"  Oh  no,  sir, — not  young,  sir  !  A  person  about 
fifty  I  should  say." 

This  was  mystifying.  A  person  about  fifty  ! 
Who  could  she  be  ?  Villiers  hastily  considered, 
— there  must  be  some  mistake,  he  thought, — at 
any  rate  he  would  see  the  unknown  intruder 
himself  first,  and  find  out  what  her  business 
was,  before  breaking  in  upon  Alwyn's  peaceful 
studies  upstairs. 

''  Show  the  lady  in  here  " — he  said — ''  I  can't 
disturb  Mr.  Alwyn  just  now." 

The  servant  retired,  and  soon  reappeared, 
ushering  in  a  tall,  gaunt,  black-robed  female 
who  walked  with  the  stride  of  a  dragoon  and 
the  demeanour  of  a  police-inspector,  and  who, 
merely  nodding  briskly  in  response  to  Villiers's 
amazed  bow,  selected  with  one  comprehensive 
glance,  the  most  comfortable  chair  in  the  room, 
and  seated  herself  at  ease  therein.     She  then 
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put  up  her  veil,  displaying  a  long  narrow  face, 
cold,  pale  arrogant  eyes,  a  nose  inclined  to  red- 
ness at  the  tip,  and  a  thin  close-set  mouth  lined 
with  little  sarcastic  wrinkles,  which  came  into 
prominent  and  unbecoming  play  as  soon  as 
she  began  to  speak,  which  she  did  almost 
immediately. 

''  I  suppose  I  had  better  introduce  myself  to 
you,  Mr.  Alwyn  " — she  said  with  a  condescend- 
ing and  confident  air — ''  Though  really  we 
know  each  other  so  well  by  reputation  that 
there  seems  scarcely  any  necessity  for  it !  Of 
course  you  have  heard  of  '  Tiger- Lily  '  "  ! 

Villiers  gazed  at  her  helplessly, — he  had 
never  felt  so  uncomfortable  in  all  his  life. 
Here  was  a  strange  woman,  who  had  actually 
taken  bodily  possession  of  his  apartment  as 
though  it  were  her  own, — who  had  settled  her- 
self down  in  his  particular  pet  Louis  Quatorze 
chair, — who  stared  at  him  with  the  scrutinizing 
complacency  of  a  professional  physiognomist, — 
and  who  seemed  to  think  no  explanation  of  her 
extraordinary  conduct  was  necessary,  inasmuch 
as  ''  of  course "  he,  Villiers,  had  heard  of 
'  Tiger-Lily  '  !  It  was  very  singular  ! .  .  almost 
like  madness !  .  .  .  Perhaps  she  was  mad ! 
How  could  he  tell  ?  She  had  a  remarkably 
high,  knobby  brow, — a  brow  with  an  unplea- 
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santly  bald  appearance,  owing  to  the  uncom- 
promising way  in  which  her  hair  was  brushed 
well  off  it, — he  had  seen  such  brows  before 
in  certain  ''  spiritualists "  who  believed,  or 
pretended  to  believe  in  the  suddenly-willed 
dematerialization  of  matter,  and  they  were 
mad  he  knew,  or  else  very  foolishly  feigning 
madness  ! 

Endeavouring  to  compose  his  bewildered 
mind,  he  fixed  glass  in  eye,  and  regarded  her 
through  it  with  an  enquiring  solemnity, — he 
would  have  spoken,  but  before  he  could  utter 
a  word,  she  went  on  rapidly, — 

''  You  are  not  in  the  least  like  the  person  I 
imagined  you  to  be ! .  .  However  that  doesn't 
matter.  Literary  celebrities  are  always  so 
different  to  what  we  expect !  " 

**  Pardon  me,  madam,"  —  began  Villiers 
politely  .  .  "  You  are  making  a  slight  error, — 
my  servant  probably  did  not  explain.  I  am 
not  Mr.  Alwyn,  .  .  my  name  is  Villiers.  Mr. 
Alwyn  is  my  guest, — but  he  is  at  present  very 
much  occupied, — and  unless  your  business  is 
extremely  urgent " 

''Certainly  it  is  urgent" — said  the  lady  de- 
cisively .  .  "  otherwise  I  should  not  have  come. 
And  so  you  are  not  Mr.  Alwyn !  Well,  I 
thought  you  couldn't  be  !     Now  then,  will  you 
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have  the  kindness  to  tell  Mr.  Alwyn  I  am 
here?" 

By  this  time  Villlers  had  recovered  his 
customary  self-possession,  and  he  met  her 
commanding  glance  with  a  somewhat  defiant 
coolness. 

''  I  am  not  aware  to  whom  I  have  the  honour 
of  speaking — "  he  said  frigidly.  *'  Perhaps  you 
will  oblige  me  with  your  name  ?  " 

"  My  name  doesn't  in  the  least  matter  " — she 
replied  calmly — "  though  I  will  tell  it  you  after- 
wards if  you  wish.  But  you  don't  seem  to 
understand  !  .  .  .  /  am  '  Tiger- Lily  ' !  " 

The  situation  was  becoming  ludicrous.  Villiers 
felt  strongly  disposed  to  laugh. 

'*  I'm  afraid  I  am  very  ignorant  !  " — he  said 
with  a  humorous  sparkle  in  his  blue  eyes, — 
"  But  really  I  am  quite  in  the  dark  as  to  your 
meaning.     Will  you  explain  ?  " 

The  lady's  nose  grew  deeper  of  tint,  and  the 
look  she  shot  at  him  had  quite  a  killing 
vindictiveness.  With  evident  difficulty  she 
forced  a  smile. 

"  Oh  you  fnust  have  heard  of  me ! " — 
she  declared,  with  a  ponderous  attempt  at 
playfulness—"  You  read  the  papers,  don't 
you  : 

''  Some  of  them " — returned  Villiers  cau- 
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tiously — "  Not  all.  Not  the  Sunday  ones  for 
instance." 

"  Still,  you  can't  possibly  have  helped  seeing 
my  descriptions  of  famous  people  '  At  Home ' 
you  know  I  I  write  for  ever  so  many  journals. 
I  think — "  and  she  became  complacently  re- 
flective— "  I  think  I  may  say  with  perfect 
truth  that  I  have  interviewed  everybody  who 
has  ever  done  anything  worth  noting,  from  our 
biggest  provision-dealer  to  our  latest  sensational 
novelist  !     And    all    my    articles    are    signed 

*  Tiger-Lily.'  Now  do  you  remember  ?  O 
you  must  remember !  .  .  I  am  so  very  well 
known  ! " 

There  was  a  touch  of  genuine  anxiety  in  her 
voice  that  was  almost  pathetic,  but  Villiers 
made  no  attempt  to  soothe  her  wounded 
vanity. 

"  I  have  no  recollection  whatever  of  the 
name  " — he  said  bluntly — "  But  that  is  easily 
accounted  for,  as  I  never  read  newspaper- 
descriptions    of  celebrities.     So    you    are    an 

•  interviewer  '  for  the  Press  ? " 

''  Exactly ! "  and  the  lady  leaned  back 
more  comfortably  in  the  Louis  Ouatorze  fauteuil 
— "  And  of  course  I  want  to  interview  Mr. 
Alwyn.  I  want  .  ."  here  drawing  out  a  busi- 
ness-looking note- book    from    her   pocket    she 
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opened  It  and  glanced  at  the  different  headings 
therein  enumerated, —  "  I  want  to  describe  his 
personal  appearance, — to  know  when  he  was 
born,  and  where  he  was  educated, — whether  his 
father  or  mother  had  literary  tastes, — whether 
he  had,  or  has,  brothers  or  sisters  or  both, — 
whether  he  Is  married,  or  likely  to  be,  and  how 
much  money  he  has  made  by  his  book."  She 
paused  and  gave  an  upward  glance  at  Vllllers 
who  returned  It  with  a  blank  and  stony  stare. 

"  Then," — she  resumed  energetically — *'  I 
wish  to  know  what  are  his  methods  of  work  ; — 
where  he  eets  his  ideas  and  how  he  elaborates 
them, — how  many  hours  he  writes  at  a  time, 
and  whether  he  Is  an  early  riser, — also  what  he 
usually  takes  for  dinner, — whether  he  drinks 
wine  or  Is  a  total  abstainer,  and  at  what  hour  he 
retires  to  rest.  All  this  Is  so  intensely  inter- 
esting to  the  public  !  Perhaps  he  might  be 
Inclined  to  give  me  a  few  notes  of  his  recent 
tour  In  the  East,  and  of  course  I  should  be  very 
glad  If  he  will  state  his  opinions  on  the  climate, 
customs  and  governments  of  the  countries 
through  which  he  has  passed.  It's  a  great 
pity  this  Is  not  his  own  house, — it  Is  a  pretty 
place  and  a  description  of  It  would  read  well. 
Let  me  see  !  " — and  she  meditated, — "  I  think 
I  could  manage  to  Insert  a  few  lines  about  this 
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apartment,  .  .  it  would  be  easy  to  say  'the 
picturesque  library  In  the  house  of  the  Honble. 
Francis  Villlers,  where  Mr.  Alwyn  received  me, 
etc., — Yes!  that  would  do  very  well!  —  very 
well  Indeed  !  I  should  like  to  know  whether 
he  has  a  residence  of  his  own  anywhere,  and  if 
not,  whether  he  Intends  to  take  one  In  London, 
because  In  the  latter  case  It  would  be  as  well 
to  ascertain  by  whom  he  intends  to  have  It 
furnished.  A  little  discussion  on  upholstery 
Is  so  specially  fascinating  to  my  readers  !  Then 
naturally  I  am  desirous  to  learn  how  the 
erroneous  rumour  of  his  death  was  first  started, 
.  .  whether  in  the  course  of  his  travels  he  met 
with  some  serious  accident,  or  Illness,  which 
gave  rise  to  the  report.  Now," — and  she  shut 
her  note-book  and  folded  her  hands, — "  I  don't 
mind  waiting  an  hour  or  more  If  necessary, — but 
I  am  sure  if  you  will  tell  Mr.  Alwyn  who  I  am, 
and  what  I  have  come  for,  he  will  be  only  too 
delighted  to  see  me  with  as  little  delay  as 
possible." 

She  ceased.  Villlers  drew  a  long  breath, — 
his  compressed  lips  parted  in  a  slightly  sarcastic 
smile.  Squaring  his  shoulders  with  that  pe- 
culiar pugnacious  gesture  of  his  which  always 
indicated  to  those  who  knew  him  well,  that  his 
mind    was   made  up  and  that   nothing  would 
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induce  him  to  alter  it,  he  said  in  a  tone  of 
stiff  civility — 

"  I  am  sorry,  madam,  .  .  very  sorry  ! .  .  but  I 
am  compelled  to  inform  you  that  your  visit  here 
is  entirely  useless  !  Were  I  to  tell  my  friend  of 
the  purpose  you  have  in  view  concerning  him, 
he  would  not  feel  so  much  flattered  as  you  seem 
to  imagine,  but  rather  insulted  !  Excuse  my 
frankness, — you  have  spoken  plainly, — I  must 
speak  plainly  too.  Provision-dealers  and  sensa- 
tional-story writers  may  find  that  it  serves  their 
purpose  to  be  interviewed  if  only  as  a  means  of 
gaining  extra  advertisement,  but  a  truly  great 
and  conscientious  author  like  Theos  Alwyn  is 
quite  above  all  that  sort  of  thing." 

The  lady  raised  her  pale  eyebrows  with  an 
expression  of  interrogative  scorn. 

*'  Above  all  that  sort  of  thing  !  "  she  echoed 
incredulously — **  Dear  me  !  How  very  extra- 
ordinary !  I  have  always  found  all  our  celebri- 
ties so  exceedingly  pleased  to  be  given  a 
little  additional  notoriety  ! .  and  I  should  have 
thought  a  poet!'  this,  with  much  depreciative 
emphasis — ''  would  have  been  particularly  glad 
of  the  chance  !  Because  of  course  you  know 
that  unless  a  very  astonishing  success  is  made, 
as  in  the  case  of  Mr.  Alwyn's  ' Nourhalnia^ 
people  really  take  such  slight  interest  in  writers 
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of  verse,  that  it  is  hardly  ever  worth  while 
interviewing  them  !  " 

**  Precisely  !  "  agreed  Villiers  ironically, — 
''  The  private  history  of  a  prize-fighter  would 
naturally  be  much  more  thrilling  ! "  He  paused, 
— his  temper  was  fast  rising,  but  quickly  re- 
flecting that  after  all  the  indignation  he  felt  was 
not  so  much  against  his  visitor  as  against  the 
system  she  represented,  he  resumed  quietly, 
*'  May  I  ask  you,  madam,  whether  you  have 
ever  '  interviewed'  Her  Majesty  the  Queen  ?" 

Her  angry  glance  swept  slightingly  over 
him. 

'Certainly  not!  Such  a  thing  would  be 
impossible  ! " 

''  Then  have  you  never  thought,"  went  on 
Villiers,  with  a  thrill  of  earnestness  in  his 
manly,  vibrating  voice — ''that  it  might  be  quite 
as  impossible  to  '  interview '  a  great  Poet  ? — 
who  if  great  indeed,  is  in  every  way  as  royal  as 
any  Sovereign  that  ever  adorned  a  throne ! 
I  do  not  speak  of  petty  verse-writers, — I  say  a 
great  Poet,  by  which  term  I  imply  a  great  crea- 
tive genius  who  is  honestly  faithful  to  his  high 
vocation.  Such  an  one  could  no  more  tell  you 
his  methods  of  work  than  a  rainbow  could 
prattle  about  the  way  it  shines, — and  as  for  his 
personal  history,  I  should  like  to  know  by  what 
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right  society  is  entitled  to  pry  into  the  sacred 
matters  of  a  man's  private  life,  simply  because 
he    happens    to   be    famous  ?       I    consider   the 
modern  love  of  prying  and  probing  into  other 
people's  affairs  a  most  degrading  and  abomin- 
able sign  of  the  times, — it  is  morbid,  unwhole- 
some,  and  utterly  contemptible.      Moreover  I 
think  that  writers  who  consent  to  be  'interviewed' 
condemn  themselves  as  literary  charlatans,  un- 
worthy of  the  profession  they  have  wrongfully 
adopted.      You  see  I  have  the  courage  of  my 
opinions  on  this   matter, — in  fact   I   believe  if 
every  one    were    to    speak  their  honest    mind 
openly,  a  better  state   of  things  might  be  the 
result,  and  '  interviewing '  would  gradually  come 
to  be  considered  in  its  true  light,  namely,  as  a 
vulgar  and    illegitimate    method    of   advertise- 
ment.    I  mean  no  disrespect  to  you,  madam, — " 
this,   as   the  lady  suddenly  put  down  her  veil, 
thrust  her  note-book  in  her  pocket,  and  rose 
somewhat  bouncingly  from   her  chair — *'  I   am 
only  sorry  you  should  find  such  an  occupation 
as  that  of  the   *  interviewer '   open  to  you.      I 
can  scarcely  imagine  such  work  to  be  congenial 
to   a  lady's   feelings,   as  in  the  case  of  really 
distinguished    personages,   she    must   assuredly 
meet  with  many  a  rebuff !      I  hope  I  have  not 
offended  you  by  my  bluntness,  ....  " — here  he 
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trailed  off  into  Inaudible  polite  murmurs,  while 
the  '*  Tiger- Lily "  marched  steadily  towards 
the  door. 

"  Oh  dear  no,  I  am  not  in  the  least  offended  !  " 
she  retorted  contemptuously, — ''  On  the  con- 
trary, this  has  been  a  most  amusing  experience  ! 
— most  amusing  I  assure  you  !  and  quite  unique  ! 
Why — "  and  suddenly  stopping  short,  she 
turned  smartly  round  and  gesticulated  with  one 
hand ..."  I  have  interviewed  all  the  favourite 
actors  and  actresses  In  London !  The  biggest 
brewers  in  Great  Britain  have  received  me  at 
their  country  mansions,  and  have  given  me  all 
the  particulars  of  their  lives  from  earliest  child- 
hood !  The  author  of  'Hugger  Mugger s  Curse ' 
took  the  greatest  pains  to  explain  to  me  how  he 
first  collected  the  materials  for  his  design.  The 
author  of  that  most  popular  story  '  Darling  s 
Tzoins '  gave  me  a  description  of  all  the  houses 
he  has  ever  lived  In, — he  even  told  me  where 
he  purchased  his  writing-paper,  pens  and  ink ! 
And  to  think  that  2.  poet  should  be  too  grand  to 
be  Interrogated !  O  the  idea  is  really  very 
funny !  .  .  quite  too  funny  for  anything ! " 
She  gave  a  short  laugh, — then  relapsing  into 
severity,  she  added . .  "  You  will,  I  hope,  tell 
Mr.  Alwyn  I  called  ?" 

Vllllers  bowed.     ''  Assuredly  !  " 
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"  Thank  you !  Because  it  Is  possible  he  may- 
have  different  opinions  to  yours, — in  that  case  if 
he  writes  me  a  Hne,  fixing  an  appointment,  I 
shall  be  very  pleased  to  call  again.  I  will 
leave  my  card, — and  if  Mr.  Alwyn  is  a  sensible 
man,  he  will  certainly  hold  broader  ideas  on  the 
subject  of 'interviewing'  tha.nj'02i  appear  to  enter- 
tain.     You  are  ^tn^e  sure  I  cannot  see  him  ?  " 

*'  Quite  !  " — There  was  no  mistake  about  the 
firm  emphasis  of  this  reply. 

'*  O  very  well ! " — here  she  opened  the  door, 
rattling  the  handle  with  rather  an  unnecessary 
violence, — ''  I'm  sorry  to  have  taken  up  any  of 
your  time,  Mr.  Villiers.     Good-morning  !  " 

"  Good-morning  !  " .  .  returned  Villiers  calmly, 
touching  the  bell  that  his  servant  might  be  in 
readiness  to  show  her  out.  But  the  baffled 
''  Tiger-Lily  "  was  not  altogether  gone.  She 
looked  back,  her  face  wrinkling  into  one  of 
those  strangely  unbecoming  expressions  of  grim 
playfulness. 

''  I've  half  a  mind  to  make  an  'At  Home'  out 
ofyoii  !  "  she  said,  nodding  at  him  energetically. 
"  Only  you're  not  important  enough  !  " 

Villiers  burst  out  laughing.  He  was  not 
proof  against  this  touch  of  humour,  and  on  a 
sudden  good-natured  impulse,  sprang  to  the 
door  and  shook  hands  with  her, 
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''No,  indeed  I  am  not!"  he  said  with  a 
charming  smile — *'  Think  of  it ! — I  haven't  even 
invented  a  new  biscuit !  Come,  let  me  see  you 
into  the  hall, — I'm  really  sorry  if  I've  spoken 
roughly,  but  I  assure  you  Alwyn's  not  at  all  the 
sort  of  man  you  want  for  interviewing — he's 
far  too  modest  and  noble-hearted.  Believe 
me! — I'm  not  romancing  a  bit — I'm  in  earnest. 
There  are  some  few  fine,  manly,  gifted  fellows 
left  in  the  world,  who  do  their  work  for  the 
love  of  the  work  alone,  and  not  for  sake  of 
notoriety,  and  he  is  one  of  them.  Now  I'm 
certain,  if  you  were  quite  candid  with  me,  you'd 
admit  that  you  yourself  don't  think  much  of  the 
people  who  actually  like  to  be  interviewed  ?  " 

His  amiable  glance,  his  kindly  manner,  took 
the  gaunt  female  by  surprise,  and  threw  her 
quite  off  her  guard.  She  laughed, — a  natural 
unforced  laugh  in  which  there  was  not  a  trace 
of  bitterness.  He  was  really  a  delightful  young 
man,  she  thought,  in  spite  of  his  old-fashioned, 
out-of-the-way  notions ! 

''  Well,  perhaps  I  don't !  "  she  replied  frankly, 
— '*  But  you  see  it  is  not  my  business  to  think 
about  them  at  all.  I  simply  '  interview  '  them, 
— and  I  generally  find  they  are  very  willing, 
and  often  eager  to  tell  me  all  about  themselves, 
even  to  quite  trifling  and  unnecessary  details 
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And  of  course  each  one  thinks  himself  or  herself 
the  only  or  the  chief  '  celebrity '  in  London,  or 
for  that  matter,  in  the  world.  I  have  always  to 
tone  down  the  egotistical  part  of  it  a  little, 
especially  with  authors,  for  if  I  were  to  write 
out  exactly  what  they  separately  say  of  their 
contemporaries,  it  would  be  simply  frightful ! 
They  would  be  all  at  daggers  drawn  in  no  time  ! 
I  assure  you  '  interviewing '  is  often  a  most 
delicate  and  difficult  business  !  " 

"  Would  it  were  altogether  impossible !  "  said 
Villiers  heartily — *'  But  as  long  as  there  is  a 
plethora  of  little  authors,  and  a  scarcity  of  great 
ones,  so  long,  I  suppose  must  it  continue — for 
little  men  love  notoriety,  and  great  ones  shrink 
from  it,  just  in  the  same  way  that  good  women 
dislike  flattery,  while  bad  ones  court  it.  I  hope 
you  don't  bear  me  any  grudge  because  I  consider 
my  friend  Alwyn  both  good  and  great,  and 
resent  the  idea  of  his  being  placed,  no  matter 
with  what  excellent  intention  soever,  on  the 
level  of  the  small  and  mean  ?  " 

The  lady  surveyed  him  with  a  twinkle  of 
latent  approval  in  her  pale-coloured  eyes. 

"  Not  in  the  least ! "  she  replied  in  a  tone  of 
perfect  good-humour.  "  On  the  contrary  I 
rather  admire  your  frankness !  Still  I  think, 
that  as  matters  stand  now-a-days,  you  are  very 
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odd, — and  I  suppose  your  friend  is  odd  too, — 
but  of  course  there  must  be  exceptions  to  every 
rule.  At  the  same  time,  you  should  recollect 
that  in  many  people's  opinion,  to  be  '  inter- 
viewed '  is  one  of  the  chiefest  rewards  of 
fame  !  — "  Villiers  shrugged  his  shoulders 
expressively.  "  Oh  yes,  it  seems  a  poor  re- 
ward to  you,  no  doubt  "  —  she  continued 
smilingly, — ''  but  there  are  no  end  of  authors 
who  would  do  anything  to  secure  the  notoriety 
of  it !  Now,  suppose  that  after  all  Mr.  Alwyn 
does  care  to  submit  to  the  operation,  you  will 
let  me  know,  won't  you  ?  " 

''  Certainly  I  will  !  " — and  Villiers,  accepting 
her  card  on  which  was  inscribed  her  own 
private  name  and  address,  shook  hands  once 
more,  and  bowed  her  courteously  out.  No 
sooner  had  the  door  closed  upon  her,  than  he 
sprang  upstairs,  three  steps  at  a  time,  and  broke 
impetuously  in  upon  Alwyn,  who  seated  at  a 
table  covered  with  papers,  looked  up  with  a 
surprised  smile  at  the  abrupt  fashion  of  his 
entrance.  In  a  few  minutes  he  had  disburdened 
himself  of  the  whole  story  of  the  ''  Tiger- 
Lily's "  visit,  telling  it  in  a  whimsical  way  of 
his  own,  much  to  the  amusement  of  his  friend, 
who  listened,  pen  in  hand,  with  a  half-laughing, 
half-perplexed  light  in  his  fine,  poetic  eyes. 
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''  Now,  did  I  not  express  the  proper  opinion  ?  " 
he  demanded  In  conclusion.  "  Was  I  not  right 
In  thinking  you  would  never  consent  to  be 
interviewed  ?  " 

"  Right  ?  Why  of  course  you  were  ! " — re- 
sponded Alwyn  quickly.  *'  Can  you  Imagine 
me  calmly  stating  the  details  of  my  personal 
life  and  history  to  a  strange  woman,  and  allow- 
ing her  to  turn  it  into  a  half-guinea  article  for 
some  society  journal !  But,  Vllllers,  what  an 
extraordinary  state  of  things  we  are  coming  to, 
if  the  Press  can  actually  condescend  to  employ 
a  sort  of  spy  or  literary  detective,  to  enquire 
into  the  private  experience  of  each  man  or 
woman  who  comes  honourably  to  the  front !  " 

''  Honourably  or  ^'^"^honourably, — It  doesn't 
matter  which  " — said  Vllllers,  ''  That  is  just 
the  worst  of  it.  One  day  it  is  an  author  who 
is  *  interviewed,'  the  next  It  is  a  murderer, — 
now,  a  statesman, — then,  a  ballet-dancer, — 
the  same  'honour'  is  paid  to  all  who  have 
won  any  distinct  notoriety.  And  what  Is  so 
absurd,  Is  that  the  reading  million  don't 
seem  able  to  distinguish  between  *  notoriety ' 
and  '  fame.'  The  two  things  are  so  widely, 
utterly  apart !  Byron's  reputation  for  instance 
was  much  more  notoriety  during  his  life  than 
fame — while   Keats  had  actually  laid  hold   on 
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fame  while  as  yet  deeming  himself  unfamous. 
It's  curious,  but  true,  nevertheless,  that  very 
often  the  writers  who  thought  least  of  them- 
selves during  their  lifetime  have  become  the 
most  universally  renowned,  after  their  deaths. 
Shakespeare  I  dare  say,  had  no  very  exagger- 
ated idea  of  the  beauty  of  his  own  Plays, — 
he  seems  to  have  written  just  the  best  that  was 
in  him,  without  caring  what  anybody  thought 
of  it.  And  I  believe  that  is  the  only  way  to 
succeed  in  the  end." 

''In  the  end!"  repeated  Alwyn  dreamily — 
''In  the  end,  no  worldly  success  is  worth  attain- 
ing,— a  few  thousand  years  and  the  greatest  are 
forgotten ! " 

"Not  the  greatest',' — said  Villiers  warmly — 
"  The  greatest  must  always  be  remembered." 

"  No,  my  friend  ! — Not  even  the  greatest ! 
Do  you  not  think  there  must  have  been  great 
and  wise  and  gifted  men  in  Tyre,  in  Sidon,  in 
Carthage,  in  Babylon  ? — There  are  five  men 
mentioned  in  Scripture,  as  being  '  ready  to  write 
swiftly' — Sarea,  Dabria,  Selemia,  Ecanus,  and 
Asiel — where  is  the  no  doubt  admirable  work 
done  by  these  ?  Perhaps  . .  who  knows  ?  .  one 
of  them  was  as  great  as  Homer  in  genius, — we 
cannot  tell  ! " 

"  True, — we  cannot  tell,"  responded  Villiers 
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meditatively — ''  But,  Alwyn,  If  you  persist  in 
viewing  things  through  such  tremendous  vistas 
of  time,  and  in  measuring  the  Future  by  the  Past, 
then  one  may  ask  what  is  the  use  of  anything  ?  " 
''  There  is  no  use  in  anything,  except  In  the 
making  of  a  strong,  persistent,  steady  effort  after 
good," — said  Alwyn  earnestly  .  ,.''  We  men  are 
cast,  as  it  were,  between  two  swift  currents. 
Wrong  and  Right, — Self  and  God, — and  it 
seems  more  easy  to  shut  our  eyes  and  drift  Into 
Self  and  Wrong,  than  to  strike  out  brave  arms, 
and  swim,  despite  all  difficulty,  towards  God  and 
Right,  yet  If  we  once  take  the  latter  course, 
we  shall  find  It  the  most  natural  and  the  least 
fatiguing.  And  with  every  separate  stroke  of 
high  endeavour  we  carry  others  with  us, — we 
raise  our  race, — we  bear  It  onward, — upward  ! 
And  the  true  reward,  or  best  result  of  fame  Is, 
that  having  succeeded  in  winning  brief  atten- 
tion from  the  multitude,  a  man  may  be  able  to 
pronounce  one  of  God's  lightning-messages  of 
inspired  Truth  plainly  to  them,  while  they  are 
yet  willing  to  stand  and  listen.  This  momentary 
hearing  from  the  people  is,  as  I  take  it,  the  sole 
reward  any  writer  can  dare  to  hope  for, — and 
when  he  obtains  it,  he  should  remember  that 
his  audience  remains  with  him  but  a  very  short 
while, — so  that    it  is  his    duty  to  see  that    he 
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employ  his  chance  well,  not  to  win  applause  for 
himself,  but  to  cheer  and  lift  others  to  noble 
thought,  and  still  more  noble  fulfilment." 

Villiers  regarded  him  wistfully. 

"  Alwyn,  my  dear  fellow,  do  you  want  to  be 
the  Sisyphus  of  this  era  ? — You  will  find  the 
stone  of  Evil  heavy  to  roll  upwards, — moreover 
it  will  exhibit  the  usual  painful  tendency  to  slip 
back,  and  crush  you  !  " 

''How  can  it  crush  me  ? "  asked  his  friend 
with  a  serene  smile.  ''  My  heart  cannot  be 
broken,  or  my  spirit  dismayed,  and  as  for  my 
body,  it  can  but  die, — and  death  comes  to  every 
man  !  I  would  rather  try  to  roll  up  the  stone, 
however  fruitless  the  task,  than  sit  idly  looking 
at  it,  and  doing  nothing  ! " 

*'  Your  heart  cannot  be  broken  ?  Ah  !  how 
do  you  know  ! "  . .  and  Villiers  shook  his  head 
dubiously — ''  What  man  can  be  certain  of  his 
own  destiny  ?  " 

**  Every  man  can  will  his  own  destiny," — 
returned  Alwyn  firmly.  ''  That  is  just  it.  But 
here  we  are  getting  into  a  serious  discussion, 
and  I  had  determined  to  talk  no  more  on  such 
subjects  till  to-night." 

''And  to-night  we  are  to  go  in  for  them 
thoroughly  I  suppose  ?  " — enquired  Villiers  with 
a  quick  look. 
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*'  To-night  my  dear  boy,  you  will  have  to 
decide  whether  you  consider  me  mad  or  sane," 
said  Alwyn  cheerfully — "  I  shall  tell  you  truths 
that  seem  like  romances, — and  facts  that  sound 
like  fables, — moreover  I  shall  have  to  assure 
you  that  miracles  do  happen  whenever  God 
chooses,  in  spite  of  all  human  denial  of  their 
possibility.  Do  you  remember  Whately  s  clever 
skit — 'Historical  Doubts  of  Napoleon  /.'  ?  — 
showing  how  easy  it  was  to  logically  prove  that 
Napoleon  never  existed  ? — That  ought  to  en- 
lighten people  as  to  the  very  precise  and  con- 
vincing manner  in  which  we  can,  if  we  choose, 
argue  away  what  is  nevertheless  an  incontest- 
able fact.  Thus  do  sceptics  deny  miracles — 
yet  we  live  surrounded  by  miracles !  .  .  do  you 
think  me  crazed  for  saying  so  ?  " 

Villiers  laughed.  ''  Crazed  !  No,  indeed  ! — I 
wish  every  man  in  London  were  as  sane  and 
sound  as  you  are ! " 

''  Ah,  but  wait  till  to-night !  "  and  Alwyn's 
eyes  sparkled  mirthfully — ''  Perhaps  you  will 
alter  your  opinion  then  !  " — Here,  collecting  his 
scattered  manuscripts,  he  put  them  by — "  I've 
done  work  for  the  present," — he  said — "  Shall 
we  go  for  a  walk  somewhere  ?  " 

Villiers  assented,  and  they  left  the  room  to- 
gether. 

206 


^mm^ 


CHAPTER  V. 

ONE   AGAINST    MANY. 

The  beautiful,  and  socially-popular  Duchesse 
de  la  Santolsle  sat  at  her  brilliantly-appointed 
dinner-table,  and  flashed  her  bright  eyes  com- 
prehensively round  the  board, — her  party  was 
complete.  She  had  secured  twenty  of  the  best- 
known  men  and  women  of  letters  in  all  London, 
and  yet  she  was  not  quite  satisfied  with  the 
result  attained.  One  dark  splendid  face  on  her 
right  hand  had  taken  the  lustre  out  of  all  the 
rest, — one  quiet  courteous  smile  on  a  mouth 
haughty  yet  sweet,  had,  somehow  or  other, 
made  the  entertainment  of  little  worth  in  her 
own  estimation.  She  was  very  fair  to  look  upon, 
very  witty,  very  worldly-wise, — but  for  once  her 
beauty  seemed  to  herself  defective  and  power- 
less to  charm,  while  the  graceful  cloak  of  social 
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hypocrisy  she  was  always  accustomed  to  wear, 
would  not  adapt  itself  to  her  manner  to-night  so 
well  as  usual.  The  author  of  '  Nourhalma! 
the  successful  poet  whose  acquaintance  she  had 
very  eagerly  sought  to  make,  was  not  at  all  the 
kind  of  man  she  had  expected, — and  now,  when 
he  was  beside  her  as  her  guest,  she  did  not 
quite  know  what  to  do  with  him. 

She  had  met  plenty  of  poets,  so-called,  before, 
— and  had  for  the  most  part  found  them  insigni- 
ficant-looking men  with  an  enormous  opinion  of 
themselves,  and  a  suave,  condescending  con- 
tempt for  all  others  of  their  craft  ; — but  this 
being, — this  stately,  kingly  creature  with  the 
noble  head,  and  far-gazing  luminous  eyes, — 
this  man,  whose  every  gesture  was  graceful, 
whose  demeanour  was  more  royal  than  that  of 
many  a  crowned  monarch, — whose  voice  had 
such  a  singular  soft  thrill  of  music  in  its  tone, — 
he  was  a  personage  for  whom  she  had  not  been 
prepared, — and  in  whose  presence  she  felt 
curiously  embarrassed  and  almost  ill  at  ease. 
And  she  was  not  the  only  one  present  who 
experienced  these  odd  sensations.  Alwyn's 
appearance,  when  with  his  friend  Villiers,  he 
had  first  entered  the  Duchess's  drawing-room 
that  evening,  and  had  there  been  introduced  to 
his  hostess,  had  been  a  sort  of  revelation  to  the 
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languid  fashionable  guests  assembled  ; — sudden 
quick  whispers  were  exchanged  —  surprised 
glances,  —  how  unlike  he  was  to  the  general 
type  of  the  nervous,  fagged,  dyspeptic 
''literary"  man! 

And  now  that  every  one  was  seated  at  dinner, 
the  same  impression  remained  on  all, — an  im- 
pression that  was  to  some,  disagreeable  and 
humiliating,  and  that  yet  could  not  be  got.  over, 
— namely,  that  this  ''poet,"  whom,  in  a  way 
the  Duchess  and  her  friends  had  intended  to 
patronize,  was  distinctly  superior  to  them  all. 
Nature,  as  though  proud  of  her  handiwork,  pro- 
claimed him  as  such, — while  he,  quite  uncon- 
scious of  the  effect  he  produced,  wondered  why 
this  bevy  of  human  beings,  most  of  whom  were 
more  or  less  distinguished  in  the  world  of  art 
and  literature,  had  so  little  to  say  for  them- 
selves. Their  conversation  was  banal, — tame, — 
ordinary  —  ;  they  might  have  been  well- 
behaved,  elegantly-dressed  peasants  for  aught 
they  said  of  wise,  cheerful,  or  witty.  The 
weather, — the  parks, — the  theatres, — the  newest 
actress,  and  the  newest  remedies  for  indigestion, 
— these  sort  of  subjects  were  bandied  about  from 
one  to  the  other  with  a  vaguely  tame  persistence 
that  was  really  irritating,  —  the  question  of 
remedies  for  indigestion  seemed  to  hold  ground 
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longest,  owing  to  the  variety  of  opinions  ex- 
pressed thereon. 

The  Duchess  grew  more  and  more  inwardly 
vexed,  and  her  little  foot  beat  an  impatient 
tattoo  under  the  table,  as  she  replied  with  care- 
less brevity  to  a  few  of  the  common-place 
observations  addressed  to  her,  and  cast  an 
occasional  annoyed  glance  at  her  lord,  M.  le 
Due,  a  thin,  miUtary-looking  individual,  with  a 
well-waxed  and  pointed  moustache,  whose 
countenance  suggested  an  admirably-executed 
mask.  It  was  a  face  that  said  absolutely 
nothing, — yet  beneath  its  cold  impassiveness, 
lurked  the  satyr-like,  complex,  half-civilized, 
half-brutish  mind  of  the  born  and  bred  Parisian, 
— the  goblin-creature  with  whom  pure  virtues, 
whether  in  man  or  woman,  are  no  more  sacred 
than  nuts  to  a  monkey.  The  suave  charm  of  a 
polished  civility  sat  on  M.  le  Due's  smooth  brow, 
and  beamed  in  his  urbane  smile, — his  manners 
were  exquisite,  —  his  courtesy  irreproachable, 
his  whole  demeanour  that  of  a  very  precise  and 
elegant  master  of  deportment.  Yet  notwith- 
standing his  calm  and  perfectly  self-possessed 
exterior,  he  was,  oddly  enough,  the  frequent 
prey  of  certain  extraordinary  and  ungovernable 
passions  ; — -there  were  times  when  he  became 
impossible    to   himself, — ^and    when,   to    escape 
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from  his  own  horrible  thoughts,  he  would 
plunge  headlong  into  an  orgie  of  wild  riot  and 
debauchery,  such  as  might  have  made  the  hair 
of  his  respectable  English  acquaintances  stand 
on  end,  had  they  known  to  what  an  extent  he 
carried  his  excesses.  But  at  these  seasons  of 
moral  attack,  he  "  went  abroad  for  his  health  " 
as  he  said,  delicately  touching  his  chest  in  order 
to  suggest  some  interesting  latent  weakness 
there,  and  in  these  migratory  excursions  his 
wife  never  accompanied  him,  nor  did  she  com- 
plain of  his  absence.  When  he  returned,  after 
two  or  three  months,  he  looked  more  the 
"chevalier  sans  peur,  et  sans  reproche"  than 
ever ; — and  neither  he,  nor  the  fair  partner  of 
his  joys  and  sorrows,  ever  committed  such  a 
breach  of  politeness  as  to  enquire  into  each 
other's  doings  during  the  time  of  their  separa- 
tion. So  they  jogged  on  together,  presenting 
the  most  delightful  outward  show  of  wedded 
harmony  to  the  world, — and  only  a  few  were 
found  to  hazard  the  remark,  that  the  "  racy  " 
novels  Madame  la  Duchesse  wrote  to  wile 
away  her  duller  hours,  were  singularly  "  bitter  " 
in  tone,  for  a  woman  whose  lot  in  life  was  so 
extremely  enviable  ! 

On  this  particular  evening,  the  Duke  affected 
to  be   utterly  unconscious  of  the  meaning  looks 
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his  beautiful  spouse  shot  at  him  every  now  and 
then, — looks  which  plainly  said — "Why  don't 
you  start  some  interesting  subject  of  conversa- 
tion, and  stop  these  people  from  talking  such 
every-day  twaddle  ?  "  He  was  a  clever  man  in 
his  way,  and  his  present  mood  was  malign  and 
mischievous ; — therefore  he  went  on  eating 
daintily,  and  discussing  mild  platitudes  in  the 
most  languidly  amiable  manner  imaginable, 
enjoying  to  the  full  the  mental  confusion  and 
discomfort  of  his  guests, — confusion  and  dis- 
comfort, which  as  he  very  well  knew,  was  the 
psychological  result  of  their  having  one  in  their 
midst,  whose  life  and  character  were  totally 
opposite  to,  and  distinctly  separate  from  their 
own.  As  Emerson  truly  says  "  Let  the  world 
beware  when  a  Thinker  comes  into  it ! "  .  .  and 
here  zuas  this  Thinker, — this  type  of  the  God- 
like in  Man, — this  uncomfortably  sincere  person- 
age whose  eyes  were  clear  of  falsehood,  whose 
o-enius  was  incontestable,  whose  fame  had  taken 
society  by  assault,  and  who  therefore,  was  entitled 
to  receive  every  attention  and  consideration. 

Everybody  had  desired  to  see  him,  and  here 
he  was  ; — the  great  man,  the  new  "  celebrity  " — 
and  now  that  he  was  actuallypresent,  no  one  knew 
what  to  say  to  him  ;  moreover  there  was  a  very 
general  tendency  in  the  company  to  avoid  his 
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direct  gaze.  People  fidgeted  on  their  chairs 
and  looked  aside,  or  downwards,  whenever  his 
glance  accidentally  fell  on  them, — and  to  the 
analytical  Voltairean  mind  of  M.  le  Due,  there 
was  something  grimly  humorous  in  the  whole 
situation.  He  was  a  great  admirer  of  physical 
strength  and  beauty,  and  Alwyn's  noble  face 
and  fine  figure  had  won  his  respect,  though 
of  the  genius  of  the  poet  he  knew  nothing,  and 
cared  less.  It  was  enough  for  all  the  purposes 
of  social  usaore  that  the  author  of  '  Noiirhdlma ' 

o 

was  considered  illustrious, — no  matter  whether 
he  deserved  the  appellation  or  not.  And  so  the 
Duke,  satirically  amused  at  the  obvious  embar- 
rassment of  the  other  ''  notabilities  "  assembled, 
did  nothing  whatsoever  to  relieve  or  to  lighten 
the  conversation,  which  remained  so  utterly  dull 
and  inane,  that  Alwyn,  who  had  been  compelled, 
for  politeness  sake,  to  appear  interested  in  the 
account  of  a  bicycle  race  detailed  to  him  by  a 
very  masculine-looking  lady-doctor,  whose  seat 
at  table  was  next  his  own,  began  to  feel  a  little 
weary,  and  to  wonder  dismally  how  long  this 
"  feast  of  reason  and  flow  of  soul  "  was  going 
to  last. 

Villiers  too,  whose  easy,  good-natured  and 
clever  talk  generally  gave  some  sparkle  and 
animation  to  the  dreariest  social  gathering,  was 
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to-night  unusually  taciturn  : — he  was  bored  by 
his  partner,  a  middle-aged  woman  with  a  mania 
for  philology,  and  moreover  his  thoughts,  like 
those  of  most  of  the  persons  present,  were 
centred  on  Alwyn,  whom  every  now  and  then 
he  regarded  with  a  certain  wistful  wonder  and 
reverence.  He  had  heard  the  whole  story  of 
the  Field  of  Ardath  ;  and  he  knew  not  how 
much  to  accept  of  it  as  true,  or  how  much  to 
set  down  to  his  friend's  ardent  imagination. 
He  had  come  to  a  fairly  logical  explanation 
of  the  whole  matter, — namely,  that  as  the  City 
of  Al-Kyris  had  been  proved  a  dream,  so 
surely  the  visit  of  the  Angel-maiden  Edris 
must  have  been  a  dream  likewise, — that  the 
trance  at  the  Monastery  of  Dariel,  followed  by 
the  constant  reading  of  the  passages  from 
Esdras,  and  the  treatise  of  Algazzali,  had  pro- 
duced a  vivid  impression  on  Alwyn's  susceptible 
brain,  which  had  resolved  itself  into  the  vision- 
ary result  narrated. 

He  found  in  this  the  most  practical  and 
probable  view  of  what  must  otherwise  be 
deemed  by  mortal  minds  incredible ;  —  and 
being  a  frank  and  honest  fellow,  he  had  not 
scrupled  to  openly  tell  his  friend  what  he 
thought.  Alwyn  had  received  his  remarks 
with  the  most  perfect  sweetness  and  equanimity, 
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— but,  all  the  same,  had  remained  unchanged 
In  his  opinion  as  to  the  reality  of  his  betrothal 
to  his  Angel-love  in  Heaven.  And  one  or 
two  points  had  certainly  baffled  Vllllers,  and 
perplexed  him  in  his  would-be  precise  analysis 
of  the  circumstances ; — first,  there  was  the 
remarkable  change  In  Alwyn's  own  nature. 
From  an  embittered,  sarcastic,  disappointed, 
violently  ambitious  man,  he  had  become  soft- 
ened, gracious,  kindly, — showing  the  greatest 
tenderness  and  forethought  for  others,  even  In 
small  every-day  trifles  ; — while  for  himself,  he 
took  no  care.  He  wore  his  fame  as  lightly  as 
a  child  might  wear  a  flower,  just  plucked  and 
soon  to  fade,  —  his  intelligence  seemed  to 
expand  itself  into  a  broad,  loving,  sympathetic, 
comprehension  of  the  wants  and  afflictions  of 
human-kind  ; — and  he  was  writing  a  new  poem 
of  which  Vllliers  had  seen  some  lines  that  had 
fairly  amazed  him  by  their  grandeur  of  con- 
ception, and  clear  passion  of  utterance.  Thus 
it  was  evident  there  was  no  morbidness  In  him, 
— no  obscurity,  —  nothing  eccentric, — nothing 
that  removed  him  in  any  way  from  his  fellows, 
except, — except  that  royal  personality  of  his, 
— that  strong,  beautiful,  well-balanced  Spirit  in 
him,  which  exercised  such  a  bewildering  spell 
on    all    who    came    within    its   influence.       He 
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believed  himself  loved  by  an  Angel !  Well, — 
if  there  were  angels,  why  not  ?  Villiers  argued 
the  proposition  thus  : 

''  Whether  we  are  Christians,  Jews,  Buddhists 
or  Mahometans,  we  are  supposed  to  accept 
angels  as  forming  part  of  the  system  of  our 
Faith.  If  we  are  nothing, — then  of  course  we 
believe  in  nothing.  But  granted  we  are  some- 
thing, then  we  are  bound  in  honour,  if  con- 
sistent, to  acknowledge  that  angels  help  to 
guide  our  destinies.  And  if,  as  we  are  assured 
by  Holy  Writ,  such  loftier  beings  do  exist,  why 
should  they  not  communicate  with,  and  even 
love  human  creatures,  provided  those  human 
creatures  are  worthy  of  their  tenderness  ? 
Certainly,  viewed  by  all  the  chief  religions  of 
the  world,  there  is  nothing  new  or  outrageous 
in  the  idea  of  an  angel  descending  to  the  help 
of  man." 

Such  thouo^hts  as  these  were  in  his  mind 
now,  as  he  ever  and  anon  glanced  across  the 
glittering  table,  with  its  profusion  of  lights  and 
flowers,  to  where  his  poet-friend  sat,  slightly 
leaning  back  in  his  chair,  with  a  certain  half- 
perplexed,  half-disappointed  expression  on  his 
handsome  features,  though  his  eyes  brightened 
into  a  smile  as  he  caught  Villiers's  look,  and  he 
gave  the  smallest,   scarcely   perceptible   shrug, 
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as   who   should    say    *'  Is    this    your    brilliant 
Duchess  ? — your  witty  and  cultured  society  ? " 

Villiers  flashed  back  an  amused,  responsive 
glance,  and  then  conscientiously  strove  to  pay 
more  attention  to  the  Irrepressible  feminine 
philologist  beside  him,  determining  to  take  her, 
as  he  said  to  himself,  by  way  of  penance  for 
his  unremembered  sins.  After  a  while  there 
came  one  of  those  extraordinary  sudden  rushes 
of  gabble  that  often  occur  at  even  the  stiffest 
dinner-party, — a  galloping  race  of  tongues,  in 
which  nothing  really  distinct  is  heard,  but  in 
which  each  talks  to  the  other  as  though  moved 
by  an  impulse  of  sheer  desperation.  This 
burst  of  noise  was  a  relief  after  the  strained 
murmurs  ot  trite  common  -  places  that  had 
hitherto  been  the  order  of  the  hour,  and  the 
fair  Duchess,  somewhat  easier  in  her  mind, 
turned  anew  to  Alwyn  with  greater  grace  and 
gentleness  of  manner  than  she  had  yet  shown. 

*'  I  am  afraid,"  she  said  smilingly,  "  you 
must  find  us  all  very  stupid  after  your  travels 
abroad  ?  In  England  we  are  dull, — our  tris- 
tesse  cannot  be  denied.  But  really,  the  climate 
is  responsible, — we  want  more  sunshine.  I 
suppose  in  the  East,  where  the  sun  is  so 
warm  and  bright,  the  people  are  always 
cheerful  ?  " 
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''  On  the  contrary,  I  have  found  them  rather 
serious  and  contemplative  than  otherwise  " 
returned  Alwyn, — "  yet  their  gravity  is  certainly 
of  a  pleasant,  and  not  of  a  forbidding  type.  I 
don't  myself  think  the  sun  has  much  to  do  with 
the  disposition  of  man  after  all, — I  fancy  his 
temperament  Is  chiefly  moulded  by  the  life  he 
leads.  In  the  East  for  instance,  men  accept 
their  existence  as  a  sort  of  divine  command, 
which  they  obey  cheerfully,  yet  with  a  con- 
sciousness of  high  responsibility  : — on  the 
Continent  they  take  it  as  a  bagatelle,  lightly 
won,  lightly  lost,  hence  their  indifferent,  almost 
childish  gaiety  ; — but  in  Great  Britain  " — and  he 
smiled, — ''  it  looks  now-a-days  as  If  It  were 
viewed  very  generally  as  a  personal  injury  and 
bore, — a  kind  of  title  bestowed  without  the 
necessary  money  to  keep  it  up  !  And  this 
money  people  set  themselves  steadily  to  obtain, 
with  many  a  weary  grunt  and  groan,  while  they 
are  for  the  most  part  forgetful  of  anything  else 
life  may  have  to  offer." 

''  But  what  is  life  without  plenty  of  money  ?  " 
enquired  the  Duchess  carelessly — "  Surely,  not 
worth  the  trouble  of  living ! " 

Alwyn  looked  at  her  steadily,  and  a  swift 
flush  coloured  her  smooth  cheek.  She  toyed 
with    the    magnificent    diamond-spray   at    her 
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breast,  and  wondered  what  strange  spell  was  in 
this  man's  brilliant  grey-black  eyes ! — did  he 
guess  that  she, — even  she, — had  sold  herself 
to  the  Due  de  la  Santoisie  for  the  sake  of  his 
money  and  title,  as  easily  and  unresistingly  as 
though  she  were  a  mere  purchasable  animal  ? 

"  That  is  an  argument  I  would  rather  not 
enter  into  " — he  said  gently — *'  It  would  lead 
us  too  far.  But  I  am  convinced,  that  whether 
dire  poverty  or  great  riches  be  our  portion,  life, 
considered  apart  from  its  worldly  appendages,  is 
always  worth  living,  if  lived  we//,'' 

"  Pray,  how  can  you  separate  life  from  its 
worldly  appendages  ?  " — enquired  a  satirical- 
looking  gentleman  opposite — "  Life  is  the  world, 
and  the  things  of  the  world  ; — when  we  lose 
sight  of  the  world,  we  lose  ourselves,  —  in 
short,  we  die, —  and  the  world  is  at  an 
end,  and  we  with  it.  That's  plain,  practical 
philosophy." 

"  Possibly  it  may  be  called  philosophy " — 
returned  Alwyn — ''  It  is  not  Christianity." 

"  Oh,  Christianity  !  " — and  the  gentleman 
gave  a  portentous  sniff  of  contempt — "  That 
is  a  system  of  faith  that  is  rapidly  dying  out  ; 
fast  falling  into  contempt ! — In  fact  with  the 
scientific  and  cultured  classes  it  is  already  an 
exploded  doctrine." 
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''  Indeed  !  " — Alwyn's  glance  swept  over  him 
with  a  faint,  cold  scorn — "And  what  religion 
do  the  scientific  and  cultured  classes  propose  to 
invent  as  a  substitute  ?  " 

''  There's  no  necessity  for  any  substitute," — 
said  the  gentleman  rather  impatiently.  .  ''  For 
those  who  want  to  believe  in  something  super- 
natural, there  are  plenty  of  different  ideas  afloat, 
Esoteric  Buddhism  for  example,  —  and  what 
is  called  Scientific  Religion  and  Natural  Re- 
ligion,— any,  or  all  of  these,  are  sufficient  to 
gratify  the  imaginative  cravings  of  the  majority, 
till  they  have  been  educated  out  of  Imagination 
altogether : — but  for  advanced  thinkers,  re- 
ligion is  really  not  required  at  all."^ 

''  Nay  I  think  we  must  worship  something  !'' 
retorted  Alwyn,  a  fine  satire  in  his  rich  voice, 
"  if  it  be  only  Self  !  —  Self  is  an  excellent 
deity  ! — accommodating  and  always  ready  to 
excuse  sin, — why  should  we  not  build  temples, 
raise  altars,  and  institute  services  to  the  glory 
and  honour  of  Self  ?  —  Perhaps  the  time    is 

^  The  world  is  indebted  to  Mr.  Andrew  Lang  for  the 
newest  "  logical "  explanation  of  the  Religious  Instinct  in 
Man  : — namely,  that  the  very  idea  of  God  first  arose  from 
the  terror  and  amazement  of  an  ape  at  the  sound  of  the 
thunder  !  So  choice  and  soul-moving  a  definition  of  Deity 
needs  no  comment ! 
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ripe  for  a  public  proclamation  of  this  creed  ? — 
It  will  be  easily  propagated,  for  the  beginnings 
of  it  are  in  the  heart  of  every  man,  and  need 
very  little  fostering  !  " 

His  thrilling  tone,  together  with  the  calm, 
half-ironical  persuasiveness  of  his  manner,  sent 
a  sudden  hush  down  the  table.  Every  one 
turned  eagerly  towards  him, — some  amused, 
some  wondering,  some  admiring,  while  Villiers 
felt  his  heart  beating  with  uncomfortable 
quickness, — he  hated  religious  discussions,  and 
always  avoided  them,  and  now  here  was  Alwyn 
beginning  one,  and  he  the  centre  of  a  company 
of  persons,  who  were  for  the  most  part  avowed 
agnostics,  to  whose  opinions  his  must  necessarily 
be  in  direct,  and  absolute  opposition !  At  the 
same  time,  he  remembered  that  those  who  were 
sure  of  their  faith  never  lost  their  temper  about 
it, —  and  as  he  glanced  at  his  friend's  perfectly 
serene  and  coldly-smiling  countenance,  he  saw 
there  was  no  danger  of  his  letting  slip,  even 
for  a  moment,  his  admirable  power  of  self- 
command.  The  Due  de  la  Santoisie  mean- 
while, settling  his  moustache,  and  gracefully 
waving  one  hand,  on  which  sparkled  a  large 
diamond  ring,  bent  forward  a  little  with  a 
courteous  deprecatory  gesture. 

*'  I  think  " — he  said,  in  soft  purring  accents, — 
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*'  that  my  friend  Dr.  Mudley  — "  here  he 
bowed  towards  the  saturnine-looking  individual 
who  had  entered  into  conversation  with  Alwyn 
— ''  takes  a  very  proper  and  indeed  a  very 
lofty  view  of  the  whole  question.  The  moral 
sense  " — and  he  laid  a  severely  weighty  em- 
phasis on  these  words, — ''  the  moral  sense  of 
each  man,  if  properly  trained,  is  quite  suffi- 
cient to  guide  him  through  existence,  with- 
out any  such  weakness  as  reliance  on  a  merely 
supposititious  Deity." 

The  Duke's  French  way  of  speaking  English 
was  charming  ;  he  gave  an  expressive  roll  to 
his  r's,  especially  when  he  said  '  the  moral 
sense,'  that  of  itself  almost  carried  conviction. 
His  wife  smiled  as  she  heard  him,  and  her 
smile  was  not  altogether  pleasant.  Perhaps 
she  wondered  by  what  criterion  of  excellence 
he  measured  his  own  '  moral  sense  '  or  whether, 
despite  his  education  and  culture,  he  had  any 
'  moral  sense '  at  all,  higher  than  that  of  the 
pig  who  eats  to  be  eaten  !  But  Alwyn  spoke» 
and  she  listened  intently,  finding  a  singular 
fascination  In  the  soft  and  quiet  modulation 
of  his  voice,  which  gave  a  vaguely  delicious 
suggestion  of  music  underlying  speech. 

'*  To  guide  people  by  their  moral  sense 
alone" — he  said— "  you  must  first  prove  plainly 
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to  them  that  the  moral  sense  exists,  together 
with  moral  responsibility.  You  will  find  this 
difficult, — as  the  virtue  implied  is  intangible, 
unseeable  ; — one  cannot  say  of  it  lo  here ! — or 
lo  there ! — it  is  as  complicated  and  subtle  as 
any  other  of  the  manifestations  of  pure  Spirit. 
Then  you  must  decide  on  one  universal  stan- 
dard, or  reasonable  conception  of  what  'morality' 
is.  Again  you  are  met  by  a  crowd  of  perplexi- 
ties,— as  every  nation,  and  every  tribe,  has  a 
totally  different  idea  of  the  same  thing.  In 
some  countries  it  is  '  moral '  to  have  many 
wives  ; — in  others,  to  drown  female  children  ; 
in  others,  to  solemnly  roast  one's  grand-parents 
for  dinner !  Supposing  however,  that  you 
succeed,  with  the  aid  of  all  the  philosophers, 
teachers  and  scientists  in  drawing  up  a  practical 
Code  of  Morality — do  you  not  think  an  enor- 
mous majority  will  be  found  to  ask  you  by 
whose  authority  you  set  forth  this  Code  ? — and 
by  what  right  you  deem  it  necessary  to  enforce 
it  ?  You  may  say  '  By  the  authority  of  Know- 
ledge and  by  the  right  of  Morality  ' — but  since 
you  admit  to  there  being  no  spiritual  or  divine 
inspiration  for  your  law,  you  will  be  confronted 
by  a  legion  of  opponents  who  will  assure  you, 
and  probably  with  perfect  justice,  that  their 
idea  of  morality  is  as  good  as  yours,  and  their 
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knowledge  as  excellent, — that  your  Code  ap- 
pears to  them  faulty  in  many  respects,  and  that 
therefore  they  purpose  making  another  one, 
more  suited  to  their  liking.  Thus,  out  of  your 
one  famous  Moral  System  would  spring  thou- 
sands of  others,  formed  to  gratify  the  various 
tastes  of  different  individuals,  precisely  in  the 
same  manner  as  sects  have  sprung  out  of  the 
wholly  unnecessary  and  foolish  human  argu- 
ments on  Christianity  ; — only  that  there  would 
lack  the  one  indestructible,  pure  Selfless 
Example  that  even  the  most  quarrelsome  bigot 
must  inwardly  respect, — namely  Christ  Himself. 
And  '  morality '  would  remain  exactly  where  it 
is  : — neither  better  nor  worse  for  all  the  trouble 
taken  concerning  It.  It  needs  something  more 
than  the  '  moral '  sense  to  rightly  ennoble  man, 
— it  needs  the  spiritual  sense  ; — the  fostering 
of  the  instinctive  Immortal  Aspiration  of  the 
creatttre^  to  make  him  comprehend  the  respon- 
sibility of  his  present  life,  as  a  preparation  for 
his  higher  and  better  destiny.  The  cultured, 
the  scholarly,  the  ultra-refined  may  live  well 
and  uprightly  by  their  '  moral  sense,' — If  they 
so  choose,  provided  they  have  some  great  ideal 
to  measure  themselves  by, — but  even  these, 
without  faith  In  God,  may  sometimes  slip,  and 
fall  into  deeper  depths  of  ruin  than  they  dreamed 
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of,  when  self-centred  on  those  heights  of  virtue 
where  they  fancied  themselves  exempt  from 
danger." 

He  paused, — there  was  a  curious  stillness  in 
the  room, — many  eyes  were  lowered,  and  M.  le 
Due's  composure  was  evidently  not  quite  so 
absolute  as  usual. 

*'  Taken  at  its  best  " — he  continued — ''  the 
world  alone  is  certainly  not  worth  fighting  for  ; 
— we  see  the  fact  exemplified  every  day  in  the 
cases  of  those,  who,  surrounded  by  all  that  a  fair 
fortune  can  bestow  upon  them,  deliberately  hurl 
themselves  out  of  existence  by  their  own  free- 
will and  act, — indeed,  suicide  is  a  very  general 
accompaniment  of  Agnosticism.  And  self- 
slaughter,  though  It  may  be  called  madness, 
is  far  more  often  the  result  of  intellectual 
misery." 

"  Of  course,  too  much  learning  breeds  brain- 
disease  " — remarked  Dr.  Mudley  sententlously, 
*'  But  only  In  weak  subjects, — and  in  my  opinion 
the  weak  are  better  out  of  the  world.  We've 
no  room  for  them  now-a-days." 

''  You  say  truly,  sir," — replied  Alwyn — *'  We 
have  no  room  for  them,  and  no  patience !  They 
show  themselves  feeble,  and  forthwith  the 
strong  oppress  them  ; — they  can  hope  for  little 
comfort  here,  and  less  help.      It  Is  well  there- 
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fore,  that  some  of  these  '  weak '  should  still 
believe  in  God,  since  they  can  certainly  pin  no 
faith  on  the  justice  of  their  fellow-man  !  But  I 
cannot  agree  with  you  that  much  learning 
breeds  brain-disease.  Provided  the  learning 
be  accompanied  by  a  belief  in  the  Supreme 
Wisdom, — provided  every  step  of  study  be  taken 
upwards  towards  that  Source  of  all  Knowledge, 
— one  cannot  learn  too  much,  since  hope  in- 
creases with  discernment,  and  on  such  food, 
the  brain  grows  stronger,  healthier,  and  more 
capable  of  high  effort.  But  dispense  with  the 
Spirit  of  the  Whole,  and  every  movement, 
though  It  see77i  forward,  is  in  truth  backiuard ; — 
study  involves  bewilderment, — science  becomes 
a  reeling  infinitude  of  atoms,  madly  whirling 
together  for  no  purpose  save  death,  or  at  the 
best,  incessant  Change,  In  which  mortal  life  is 
counted  as  nothing : — and  Nature  frowns  at 
us,  a  vast  Question,  to  which  there  is  no 
Answer, — an  incomprehensible  Force  against 
which  wretched  Man,  gifted  with  all  manner  of 
splendid  and  God-like  capacities,  battles  for  ever 
and  for  ever  in  vain  !  This  Is  the  terrible 
material  lesson  you  would  have  us  learn  to-day, 
the  lesson  that  maddens  pupil  and  teacher  alike, 
and  has  not  a  glimmer  of  consolation  to  offer  to 
any  living  soul  !     What  a  hovv^ling  wilderness 
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this  world  would  be  if  given  over  entirely  to 
Materialism  !■ — Scarce  a  line  of  division  could 
be  drawn  between  men  and  the  brute  beasts  of 
the  field  !  I  consider, — though  possibly  I  am 
only  one  among  many  of  widely  differing 
opinion, — that  if  you  take  the  hope  of  an  after- 
joy  and  blessedness  away  from  the  weary 
perpetually-toiling  Million,  you  destroy  at  one 
wanton  blow,  their  best,  purest,  and  noblest 
aspirations.  As  for  the  Christian  Religion,  I 
cannot  believe  that  so  grand  and  holy  a  Symbol 
is  perishing  among  us, — we  have  a  monarch 
whose  title  is  '  Defender  of  the  Faith,' — we  live 
in  an  age  of  civilization  which  is  primarily  the 
result  of  that  faith,  .  and  if,  as  this  gentleman 
assures  me," — and  he  made  a  slight  courteous 
inclination  towards  his  opposite  neighbour — 
*'  Christianity  is  exploded, — then  certainly  the 
greatness  of  this  hitherto  great  nation  is  ex- 
ploding with  it !  But  I  do  not  think,  that 
because  a  few  sceptics  uplift  their  wailing  '  All 
is  vanity '  from  their  self-created  desert  of 
Agnosticism,  therefore  the  majority  of  men  and 
women  are  turning  renegades  from  the  simplest, 
most  humane,  most  unselfish  Creed  that  ever 
the  world  has  known.  It  may  be  so, — but  at 
present,  I  prefer  to  trust  In  the  higher  spiritual 
instincts  of  man  at  his  best,  rather  than  accept 
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the  testimony  of  the  lesser  Unbelieving  against 
the  greater  Many,  whose  strength,  comfort, 
patience  and  endurance,  if  these  virtues  come 
not  from  God,  come  not  at  all." 

His  forcible,  Incisive  manner  of  speaking, 
together  with  his  perfect  equanimity  and  con- 
cise clearness  of  argument,  had  an  evident 
effect  on  those  who  listened.  Here  was  no 
rampant  fanatic  for  particular  forms  of  doctrine 
or  pietism, — here  was  a  man  who  stated  his 
opinions  calmly,  frankly,  and  with  an  absolute 
settlng-forth  of  facts  which  could  scarcely  be 
denied, — a  man,  who,  firmly-grounded  himself, 
made  no  attempt  to  force  any  one's  belief,  but 
who  simply  took  a  large  view  of  the  whole, 
and  saw  as  it  were  In  a  glance,  what  the  world 
might  become  without  faith  in  a  Divine  Cause 
and  Principle  of  Creation.  And  once  grant 
this  Divine  Cause  and  Principle  to  be  actually 
existent,  then  all  other  divine  and  spiritual 
things  become  possible,  no  matter  how  im- 
possible they  seem  to  dull  mortal  compre- 
hension. 

A  brief  pause  followed  his  words, —  a  pause 
of  vague  embarrassment.  The  Duchess  was 
the  first  to  break  it, 

"You  have  very  noble  ideas,  Mr.  Alwyn, — " 
she  said  with  a  faint  wavering  smile — "  But  I 
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am  afraid  your  conception  of  things,  both 
human  and  divine,  Is  too  exalted,  and  poetically 
imaginative,  to  be  applied  to  our  every-day  life. 
We  cannot  close  our  ears  to  the  thunders  of 
science, — we  cannot  fall  to  perceive  that  we 
mortals  are  of  as  small  account  In  the  plan  of 
the  Universe  as  grains  of  sand  on  the  sea- 
shore. It  Is  very  sad  that  so  It  should  be,  and 
yet  so  It  Is  !  And  concerning  Christianity,  the 
poor  system  has  been  so  belaboured  of  late  with 
hard  blows,  that  It  is  almost  a  wonder  It  still 
breathes.  There  Is  no  end  to  the  books  that 
have  been  written  disproving  and  denouncing  It, 
— moreover  we  have  had  the  subject  recently 
treated  in  a  novel  which  excites  our  sympathies 
in  behalf  of  a  clergyman,  who,  overwhelmed  by 
scholarship,  finds  he  can  no  longer  believe  In 
the  religion  he  Is  required  to  teach,  and  who 
renounces  his  living  In  consequence.  The  story 
is  In  parts  pathetic, — It  has  had  a  large  circu- 
lation,— and  numbers  of  people  who  never 
doubted  their  Creed  before,  certainly  doubt  It 
now." 

Alwyn  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  Faith  up- 
rooted by  a  novel !  "  he  said — "  Alas  poor  faith  ! 
It  could  never  have  been  well-established  at 
any  time,  to  be  so  easy  of  destruction !  No 
book   In   the   world  whether   of  fact  or  fiction, 
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could  persuade  me  either  to  or  fi'om  the  con- 
sciousness of  what  my  own  individual  Spirit 
instinctively  knows.  Faith  cannot  be  taught 
or  forced, — neither  if  true,  can  it  be  really 
destroyed, — it  is  a  God-born,  God-fostered 
intuition,  immortal  as  God  Himself.  The 
ephemeral  theories  set  forth  in  books,  should 
not  be  able  to  influence  it  by  so  much  as  a  hair's 
breadth." 

"  Truth  is  however  often  conveyed  through 
the  medium  of  fiction," — observed  Dr.  Mudley 
— ''  And  the  novel  alluded  to,  was  calculated  to 
disturb  the  mind,  and  arouse  trouble  in  the 
heart  of  many  an  ardent  believer.  It  was 
written  by  a  woman." 

*'  Nay  then " — said  Alwyn  quickly  with  a 
darkening  flash  in  his  eyes, — "  if  women  give 
up  faith  let  the  world  prepare  for  strange 
disaster  !  Good,  God-loving  women, — women 
who  pray, — women  who  hope, — women  who 
inspire  men  to  do  the  best  that  is  in  them, — 
these  are  the  safety  and  glory  of  nations ! 
When  women  forget  to  kneel, — when  women 
cease  to  teach  their  children  the  *  Our  Father,' 
by  whose  grandly-simple  plea,  Humanity  claims 
Divinity  as  its  origin, — then  shall  we  learn  what 
is  meant  by  '  men's  hearts  failing  them  for  fear 
and   for  looking    after  those  things  which   are 
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coming  on  the  earth.'  A  woman  who  denies  Christ 
repudiates  Him,  who,  above  all  others,  made 
her  sex  as  free  and  honoured  as  everywhere  in 
Christendom  it  is.  He  never  refused  woman's 
prayer, — He  had  patience  for  her  weakness, — 
pardon  for  her  sins, — and  any  book  written  by 
woman's  hand  that  does  Him  the  smallest 
shadow  of  wrong,  is  to  me  as  gross  an  act,  as 
that  of  one  who  loaded  with  benefits,  scruples 
not  to  murder  his  benefactor !  " 

The  Duchesse  de  la  Santoisle  moved  uneasily, 
— there  was  a  vibration  in  Alwyn's  voice  that 
went  to  her  very  heart.  Strange  thoughts  swept 
cloud-like  across  her  mind, — again  she  saw  In 
fancy  a  little  fair  dead  child  that  she  had  loved, 
— her  only  one,  on  whom  she  had  spent  all  the 
tenderness  of  which  her  nature  was  capable. 
It  had  died  at  the  prettiest  age  of  children, — 
the  age  of  lisping  speech  and  softly-tottering 
feet,  when  a  journey  from  the  protecting  back- 
ground of  a  wall,  to  outstretched  maternal  arms, 
seems  fraught  with  dire  peril  to  the  tiny  adven- 
turer, and  is  only  undertaken  with  the  help  of 
much  coaxing,  sweet  laughter,  and  still  sweeter 
kisses.  She  remembered  how  In  spite  of  her 
"free"  opinions  she  had  found  it  impossible 
not  to  teach  her  little  one  a  prayer ; — and  a 
sudden  mist  of  tears  blurred  her  sight,  as  she 
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recollected  the  child's  last  words, — words  uttered 
plaintively  in  the  death-grasp  of  a  cruel  fever, 
'*  Suffer  me  .  .  to  come  to  Thee  !  " —  .  A  quick 
sigh  escaped  her  lips, — the  diamonds  on  her 
breast  heaved  restlessly,  —  lifting  her  eyes, 
grown  soft  with  gentle  memory,  she  encountered 
those  of  Alwyn,  and  again  she  asked  herself, 
could  he  read  her  thoughts  ?  His  steadfast  ea-ze 
seemed  to  encompass  her,  and  absorb  in  a 
grave,  compassionate  earnestness  the  entire 
comprehension  of  her  life.  Her  husband's 
polite,  mellifluous  accents  roused  her  from 
this  half-reverie. 

"  I  confess  I  am  surprised  Mr.  Alwyn," — he 
was  saying — ''  that  you,  a  man  of  such  genius 
and  ability,  should  be  still  in  the  leading-strings 
of  the  Church  !  " 

"There  is  no  Church" — returned  Alwyn 
quietly, — *'  The  world  is  waiting  for  one  !  The 
Alpha  Beta  of  Christianity  has  been  learned 
and  recited  more  or  less  badly  by  the  children 
of  men  for  nearly  two  thousand  years, — the 
actual  grammar  and  meaning  of  the  whole 
Language  has  yet  to  be  deciphered.  There 
have  been,  and  are  what  are  called  Churches, — 
one  especially,  which  if  it  would  bravely  discard 
mere  vulgar  superstition,  and  accept,  absorb 
and    use   the   discoveries   of   Science    instead, 
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might,  and  possibly  will  blossom  into  the  true, 
universal,  and  pure  Christian  Fabric.  Mean- 
while in  the  shaking  to  and  fro  of  things, — the 
troublous  sifting  of  the  wheat  from  the  chaff, — 
we  must  be  content  to  follow  by  the  Way  of 
the  Cross  as  best  we  can.  Christianity  has 
fallen  into  disrepute,  probably  because  of  the 
Self- Renunciation  it  demands,  —  for  in  this 
age  the  primal  object  of  each  individual  is 
manifestly  to  serve  Self  only.  It  is  a  wrong 
road, — a  side-lane  that  leads  nowhere, — and 
we  shall  inevitably  have  to  turn  back  upon  it 
and  recover  the  right  path, — if  not  now, — why 
then  hereafter !  " 

His  voice  had  a  tremor  of  pain  within  it  ; — 
he  was  thinking  of  the  millions  of  men  and 
women  who  were  voluntarily  wandering  astray 
into  a  darkness  they  did  not  dream  of, — and 
his  heart,  the  great  true  heart  of  the  Poet, 
became  filled  with  an  indescribable  passion  of 
yearning. 

*' No  wonder,"  he  mused — ''no  wonder  that 
Christ  came  hither  for  the  sake  of  Love !  To 
rescue,  to  redeem,  to  save,  to  bless !  .  .  O  Divine 
sympathy  for  sorrow!  If  I, — a  man, — can  feel 
such  aching  pity  for  the  woes  of  others,  how 
vast,  how  limitless,  how  tender  must  be  the 
pity  of  God  ! " 
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And  his  eyes  softened, — he  almost  forgot 
his  surroundings.  He  was  entirely  unaware  of 
the  various  deep  and  wistful  emotions  he  had 
wakened  in  the  hearts  of  his  hearers.  There 
was  a  orreat  attractiveness  In  him  that  he  was 
not  conscious  of, — and  while  all  present 
certainly  felt  that  he,  though  among  them  was 
not  of  them,  they  were  at  the  same  time 
curiously  moved  by  an  impression,  that  not- 
withstanding his  being,  as  it  were,  set  apart 
from  their  ways  of  existence,  his  sympathetic 
influence  surrounded  them  as  reslstlessly  as  a 
pure  atmosphere  In  which  they  drew  long 
refreshing  breaths  of  healthier  life. 

"  I  should  like," — suddenly  said  a  bearded 
individual  who  was  seated  half  way  down  the 
table  and  who  had  listened  attentively  to  every- 
thing— "  I  should  like  to  tell  you  a  few  things 
about  Esoteric  Buddhism  ! — I  am  sure  it  is  a 
faith  that  would  suit  you  admirably  !  " 

Alwyn  smiled,  courteously  enough.  "  I  shall 
be  happy  to  hear  your  views  on  the  subject,sir," 
he  answered  gently — "But  I  must  tell  you 
that  before  I  left  England  for  the  East,  I  had 
studied  that  theory,  together  with  many  others 
that  were  offered  as  substitutes  for  Christianity, 
and  I  found  it  totally  inadequate  to  meet  the 
highest  demands   of  the    spiritual  intelligence. 
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I  may  also  add  that  I  have  read  carefully  all 
the  principal  works  against  Religion,  —  from 
the  treatises  of  the  earliest  sceptics,  down  to 
Voltaire  and  others  of  our  own  day.  More- 
over, I  had,  not  so  very  long  ago,  rejected 
the  Christian  Faith  ; — that  I  now  accept  and 
adhere  to  it,  is  not  the  result  of  my  merit  or 
attainment, — but  simply  the  outcome  of  an 
undeserved  blessing  and  singularly  happy 
fortune." 

"Pardon  me  Mr.  Alwyn  " — said  Madame  de 
la  Santolsie  with  a  sweet  smile — "  By  all  the 
laws  of  nature  I  must  contradict  you  there ! 
Your  fame  and  fortune  must  needs  be  the 
reward  of  merit, — since  true  happiness  never 
comes  to  the  undeserving." 

Alwyn  made  no  reply, — inasmuch  as  to 
repudiate  the  Idea  of  personal  merit  too  warmly, 
is,  as  such  matters  are  judged  now-a-days,  sug- 
gestive of  more  conceit  than  modesty.  He 
skilfully  changed  the  conversation,  and  it  glided 
off  by  degrees  into  various  other  channels, — 
music,  art,  science,  and  the  political  situation  of 
the  hour.  The  men  and  women  assembled,  as 
though  stimulated  and  inspired  by  some  new 
interest,  now  strove  to  appear  at  their  very 
best — and  the  friction  of  intellect  with  intellect, 
resulted  in  more  or  less  brilliancy  of  talk  which 
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for  once  was  totally  free  from  the  flippant  and 
mocking  spirit  which  usually  pervaded  the 
Santoisie  social  circle.  On  all  the  subjects  that 
came  up  for  discussion  Alwyn  proved  himself 
thoroughly  at  home — and  M.  le  Due,  sitting  In 
a  silence  that  was  most  unwonted  with  him, 
became  filled  with  amazement  to  think  that 
this  man,  so  full  of  fine  qualities  and  intellectual 
abilities  should  be  actually  a  Christian  ! — The 
thing  was  quite  incongruous  or  seemed  so  to  the 
ironical  wit  of  the  born  and  bred  Parisian, — he 
tried  to  consider  it  absurd, — even  laughable, — 
but  his  efforts  merely  resulted  In  a  sense  of 
uneasy  personal  shame.  This  poet  was  at  any 
rate  a  mait, — he  might  have  posed  for  a  Corio- 
lanus  or  Marc  Antony  ; — and  there  was  some- 
thing supreme  about  him  that  could  not  be 
sneered  dow7t. 

The  dinner,  meanwhile,  reached  its  dessert- 
climax,  and  the  Duchess  rose,  giving  the 
customary  departlng-signal  to  her  lady  guests. 
Alwyn  hastened  to  open  the  door  for  her,  and 
she  passed  out,  followed  by  a  train  of  women  In 
rich  and  rustling  costumes,  all  of  whom  as  they 
swept  past  the  kingly  figure  that  with  slightly 
bent  head  and  courteous  mien  thus  paid  silent 
homage  to  their  sex,  were  conscious  of  very 
unusual    emotions    of    respect    and    reverence. 
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How  would  it  be,  some  of  them  thought,  If  they 
were  more  frequently  brought  Into  contact  with 
such  royal  and  gracious  manhood  ?  Would  not 
love  then  become  Indeed  a  hallowed  glory,  and 
marriage  a  true  sacrament  ?  Was  it  not  pos- 
sible for  men  to  be  the  gods  of  this  world  rather 
than  the  devils  they  so  often  are  ?  Such  were 
a  few  of  the  questions  that  flitted  dimly  through 
the  minds  of  the  society-fagged  fair  ones  that 
clustered  round  the  Duchesse  de  la  Santoisle, 
and  eagerly  discussed  Alwyn's  personal  beauty 
and  extraordinary  charm  of  manner. 

The  gentlemen  did  not  absent  themselves 
long,  and  with  their  appearance  from  the  dining- 
room,  the  reception  of  the  evening  began. 
Crowds  of  people  arrived  and  crammed  up  the 
stairs,  filling  every  corridor  and  corner,  and 
Alwyn,  growing  tired  of  the  various  introduc- 
tions and  shakings  of  hands  to  which  he  was 
submitted,  managed  presently  to  slip  away  into 
a  conservatory  adjoining  the  great  drawing- 
room  ; — a  cool,  softly-lighted  place  full  of  flower- 
ing azaleas  and  rare  palms.  Here  he  sat  for  a 
a  while  among  the  red  and  white  blossoms^ 
listening  to  the  incessant  hum  of  voices,  and 
wondering  what  enjoyment  human  beings  could 
find  in  thus  herding  together  en  masse,  and 
chattering  all  at  once  as  though  life  depended  on 
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chatter,  when  the  rustling  of  a  woman's  dress 
disturbed  his  brief  solitude.  He  rose  directly, 
as  he  saw  his  fair  hostess  approaching  him. 

''  Ah,  you  have  fled  away  from  us,  Mr. 
Alwyn!"  she  said  with  a  slight  smile — "  I  do 
not  wonder  at  it.  These  receptions  are  the 
bane  of  one's  social  existence." 

''  Then  why  do  you  give  them  ?  " — asked 
Alwyn  half  laughingly. 

'*  Why  ?  Oh,  because  it  is  the  fashion,  I 
suppose  ! "  she  answered  languidly,  leaning 
against  a  marble  column  that  supported  the 
towering  frondage  of  a  tropical  fern,  and  toying 
with  her  fan, — "  And  I,  like  others,  am  a  slave 
to  fashion.  I  have  escaped  for  one  moment,  but 
I  must  go  back  directly.  Mr.  Alwyn  . .  "  She 
hesitated, — then  came  straight  up  to  him,  and 
laid  her  hand  on  his  arm — "  I  want  to  thank 
you  !  " 

"To  thank  me?"  he  repeated  in  surprised 
accents. 

"  Yes  !  " — she  said  steadily — ''  To  thank  you 
for  what  you  have  said  to-night.  We  live  in  a 
dreary  age,  when  no  one  has  much  faith  or 
hope,  and  still  less  charity, — death  is  set  before 
us  as  the  final  end  of  all, — and  life  as  lived  by 
most  people  is  not  only  not  worth  living,  but 
utterly  contemptible  !     Your    clearly-expressed 
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opinions  have  made  me  think  it  is  possible  to  do 
better," — her  Hps  quivered  a  Httle,  and  her 
breath  came  and  went  quickly, — ''  and  I  shall 
begin  to  try  and  find  out  how  this  '  better ' 
can  be  consummated  !  Pray  do  not  think  me 
foolish " 

"/  think  you  foolish!"  and  with  gravest 
courtesy  Alwyn  raised  her  hand,  and  touched 
it  gently  with  his  lips,  then  as  gently  released 
it.  His  action  was  full  of  grace, — it  implied 
reverence,  trust,  honour, — and  the  Duchess 
looked  at  him  with  soft,  wet  eyes  in  which  a 
smile  still  lingered. 

"If  there  were  more  men  like  you," — she 
said  suddenly — *'  what  a  difference  it  would 
make  to  us  women !  We  should  be  proud  to 
share  the  burdens  of  life  with  those  on  whose 
absolute  integrity  and  strength  we  could  rely, — 
but  in  these  days,  we  do  not  rely,  so  much  as 
we  despise, — we  cannot  love,  so  much  as  we 
condemn  !  You  are  a  Poet, — and  for  you  the 
world  takes  ideal  colours, — for  you  perchance 
the  very  heavens  have  opened  ; — but  remember 
that  the  millions,  who  in  the  present  era,  are 
ground  down  under  the  heels  of  the  grimmest 
necessity,  have  no  such  glimpses  of  God  as  are 
vouchsafed  to  yott  !  They  are  truly  in  the 
darkness   and  shadow  of  death, — they  hear  no 
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angel-music, — they  sit  in  dungeons,  howled  at 
by  preachers  and  teachers  who  make  no  actual 
attempt  to  lead  them  Into  light  and  liberty, — 
while  we,  the  so-called  '  upper '  classes,  are 
imprisoned  as  closely  as  they,  and  crushed  by 
intolerable  weights  of  learning  such  as  many  of 
us  are  not  fitted  to  bear.  Those  who  aspire 
heavenwards  are  hurled  to  earth, — those  who 
of  their  own  choice  cling  to  earth,  become  so 
fastened  to  it,  that  even  If  they  wished,  they 
could  not  rise.  Believe  me  you  will  be  sorely 
disheartened  In  your  efforts  towards  the  highest 
good, — you  will  find  most  people  callous,  care- 
less, ignorant,  and  for  ever  scoffing  at  what  they 
do  not,  and  will  not  understand, — you  had 
better  leave  us  to  our  dust  and  ashes," — and 
a  little  mirthless  laugh  escaped  her  lips, — *'  for 
to  pluck  us  from  thence  now,  will  almost  need 
a  second  visitation  of  Christ,  in  whom  if  He 
came,  we  should  probably  not  believe !  More- 
over you  must  not  forget  that  we  have  read 
Darwin, — and  we  are  so  charmed  with  our 
monkey-ancestors,  that  we  are  doing  our  best 
to  imitate  them  in  every  possible  way, — in  the 
hope  that  with  time  and  patience,  we  may 
resolve  ourselves  back  into  the  original 
species !  " 

With    which    bitter    sarcasm,    uttered     hall 
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mockingly,  half  In  good  earnest,  she  left  hini 
and  returned  to  her  guests.  Not  very  long 
afterwards,  he,  having  sought  and  found 
VUlIers,  and  suggested  to  him  that  It  was  time 
to  make  a  move  homeward,  approached  her 
In  company  with  his  friend,  and  bade  her 
farewell. 

"  I  don't  think  we  shall  see  you  often  In 
society,  Mr.  Alwyn" — she  said,  rather  wistfully, 
as  she  gave  him  her  hand, — "  You  are  too 
much  of  a  Titan  among  pigmies  !  " 

He  flushed  and  waived  aside  the  remark  with 
a  few  playful  words  ; — unhke  his  Former  Self, 
if  there  was  anything  in  the  world  he  shrank 
from,  it  was  flattery,  or  what  seemed  like 
flattery.  Once  outside  the  house,  he  drew  a 
long  breath  of  relief,  and  glanced  gratefully  up 
at  the  sky,  bright  with  a  glistening  multitude  of 
stars.  Thank  God,  there  were  worlds  In  that 
glorious  expanse  of  ether,  peopled  with  loftier 
types  of  being  than  what  Is  called  Humanity ! 
Villlers  looked  at  him  questionlngly  : — 

**  Tired  of  your  own  celebrity,  Alwyn?"he 
asked,  taking  him  by  the  arm, — "  Are  the 
pleasures  of  Fame  already  exhausted  ?  " 

Alwyn  smiled, — he  thought  of  the  fame  of 
Sah-luma,  Laureate-bard  of  Al-Kyrls  ! 

''  Nay,  If  the   Dream  that  I  told  you  of,  had 
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any  meaning  at  all  " — he  replied  ''  then  I  enjoyed 
and  exhausted  those  pleasures  long  ago ! 
Perhaps  that  Is  the  reason  why  my  '  celebrity ' 
seems  such  a  poor  and  tame  circumstance  now. 
But  I  was  not  thinking  of  myself, — I  was 
wondering  whether  after  all,  the  slight  power 
I  have  attained  can  be  of  much  use  to  others. 
I  am  only  one  against  many." 

"  Nevertheless  there  Is  an  old  maxim  which 
says  that  one  hero  makes  a  thousand  " — said 
Vllllers  quietly — "  And  It  Is  an  undeniable  fact 
that  the  vastest  number  ever  counted,  begins 
at  the  very  beginning  with  One  !  " 

Alwyn  met  his  smiling,  earnest  eyes  with  a 
quick  responsive  light  In  his  own,  and  the  two 
friends  walked  the  rest  of  the  way  home  In 
silence. 
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Some  few  days  after  the  Duchess's  dinner- 
party, Alwyn  was  strolHngone  morning  through 
the  Park,  enjoying  to  the  full  the  keen  fresh 
odours  of  the  Spring, — odours  that  even  in 
London  cannot  altogether  lose  their  sweetness, 
so  long  as  hyacinths  and  violets  consent  to 
bloom,  and  almond-trees  to  flower,  beneath  the 
too-often  unpropitious  murkiness  of  city  skies. 
It  had  been  raining, — but  now  the  clouds  had 
rolled  off,  and  the  sun  shone  as  brightly  as  it 
ever  can  shine  on  the  English  capital,  sending 
sparkles  of  gold  among  the  still  wet  foliage,  and 
reviving  the  little  crocuses,  that  had  lately 
tumbled  down  in  heaps  on  the  grass,  like  a 
frightened  fairy  army  put  to  rout  by  the 
onslaught  of  the  recent  shower.  A  black- 
bird whose  cheery    note   suggested    melodious 
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memories  drawn  from  the  heart  of  the  quiet 
country,  was  whistling  a  Hvely  improvisation 
on  the  bough  of  a  chestnut  tree,  whereof  the 
brown  shining  buds  were  just  bursting  into 
leaf, — and  Alwyn,  whose  every  sense  was 
pleasantly  attuned  to  the  small  as  well  as  great 
harmonies  of  nature,  paused  for  a  moment  to 
listen  to  the  luscious  piping  of  the  feathered 
minstrel,  that  In  its  own  wild  woodland  way, 
had  as  excellent  an  idea  of  musical  variation 
as  any  Mozart  or  Chopin.  Leaning  against 
one  of  the  park  benches,  with  his  back  turned 
to  the  main  thoroughfare,  he  did  not  observe 
the  approach  of  a  man's  tall  stately  figure  that 
with  something  of  his  own  light,  easy,  swinging 
step,  had  followed  him  rapidly  along  for  some 
little  distance  and  that  now  halted  abruptly 
within  a  pace  or  two  of  where  he  stood, — a 
man  whose  fine  face  and  singular  distinction  of 
bearing,  had  caused  many  a  passer-by  to  stare 
at  him  in  vague  admiration,  and  to  wonder 
who  such  a  regal-looking  personage  might 
possibly  be.  Alwyn  however,  absorbed  in 
thought,  saw  no  one,  and  was  about  to  resume 
his  onward  walk,  when  suddenly,  as  though 
moved  by  some  Instinctive  impulse,  he  turned 
sharply  round,  and  in  so  doing  confronted  the 
stranger,  who  straightway  advanced,  lifting  his 
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hat  and  smiling.  One  amazed  glance, — and 
then  with  an  ejaculation  of  wonder,  recognition 
and  delight,  Alwyn  sprang  forward  and  grasped 
his  extended  hand — 

''  Heliobas  I''  he  exclaimed.  *' Is  it  possible 
you  are  in  London! — You,  of  all  men  in  the 
world ! " 

''  Even  so  !  "  —  replied  Heliobas  gaily — 
"  And  why  not  ?  Am  I  incongruous,  and 
out  of  keeping  with  the  march  of  modern 
civilization  ?  " 

Alwyn  looked  at  him  half  bewildered,  half 
Incredulous, — he  could  hardly  believe  his  own 
eyes.  It  seemed  such  an  altogether  amazing 
thing  to  meet  this  devout  and  grave  Chaldean 
philosopher,  this  mystic  monk  of  the  Caucasus, 
here  in  the  very  centre  as  it  were,  of  the  world's 
business,  traffic,  and  pleasure  ;  one  might  as 
well  have  expected  to  find  a  haloed  saint  in  the 
whirl  of  a  carnival-masquerade  !  Incongruous  ? 
Out  of  keeping  ?  —  Yes,  certainly  he  was, — 
for  though  clad  In  the  plain,  conventional  garb 
to  which  the  men  of  the  present  day  are  doomed 
by  the  fiat  of  commerce  and  custom,  the 
splendid  dignity  and  picturesqueness  of  his  fine 
personal  appearance  was  by  no  means  abated, 
and  it  was  just  this  that  marked  him  out,  and 
made  of  him  as  wonderful  a  figure  in  London 
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as  thoueh  some  ofod  or  evano^ellst  should 
suddenly  pass  through  a  wilderness  of  chattering 
apes  and  screaming  vultures. 

''  But  how  and  when  did  you  come  ?  " — asked 
Alwyn  presently,  recovering  from  his  first  glad 
shock  of  surprise — "'  You  see  how  genuine  is 
my  astonishment, — why,  I  thought  you  were  a 
perpetually  vowed  recluse, — that  you  never 
went  into  the  world,  at  all,  . . .  .  " 

"  Neither  I  do  " — rejoined  Hellobas — "  save 
when  strong  necessity  demands.  But  our 
Order  is  not  so  '  enclosed '  that  if  Duty  calls, 
we  cannot  advance  to  its  beckoning,  and  there 
are  certain  times  when  both  I  and  those  of  my 
fraternity  mingle  with  men  in  common,  undis- 
tinguished from  the  ordinary  Inhabitants  of 
cities  either  by  dress,  customs  or  manners, — 
as  you  see  !  " — and  he  laughingly  touched  his 
overcoat,  the  dark  rough  cloth  of  which  was 
relieved  by  a  broad  collar  and  revers  of  rich 
sealskin, — "  Would  you  not  take  me  for  a  highly 
respectable  brewer,  /^r  exeinple,  conscious  that 
his  prowess  in  the  making  of  beer  has  entitled 
him,  not  only  to  an  immediate  seat  in  Parlia- 
ment, but  also  to  a  Dukedom  in  prospec- 
tive ?  " 

Alwyn  smiled  at  the  droll  inapplicability  of 
this     comparison,  —  and     Hellobas     cheerfully 
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continued — "  I  am  on  the  wing  just  now, — 
bound  for  Mexico.  I  had  business  in  London, 
and  arrived  here  two  days  since,^ — two  days 
more  will  see  me  again  eii  voyage.  I  am  glad 
to  have  met  you  thus  by  chance,  for  I  did  not 
know  your  address,  and  though  I  might  have 
obtained  that  through  your  publishers,  I  hesitated 
about  it,  not  being  quite  certain  as  to  whether 
a  letter  or  visit  from  me  might  be  welcome." 

"  Surely, — "  began  Alwyn,  and  then  he 
paused,  a  flush  rising  to  his  brow  as  he  remem- 
bered how  obstinately  he  had  doubted  and 
suspected  this  man's  good  faith  and  intention 
towards  him,  and  how  he  had  even  received 
his  farewell  benediction  at  Dariel  with  more 
resentment  than  gratitude. 

"  Everywhere  I  hear  great  things  of  you, 
Mr.  Alwyn," — went  on  Heliobas  gently,  taking 
no  notice  of  his  embarrassment — ''  Your  fame  is 
now  indeed  unquestionable  !  With  all  my  heart 
I  congratulate  you,  and  wish  you  long  life  and 
health  to  enjoy  the  triumph  of  your  genius  !  " 

Alwyn  smiled,  and  turning,  fixed  his  clear 
soft  eyes  full  on  the  speaker. 

"  I  thank  you  !  "  he  said  simply, — "  But,  .  .  . 
you,  who  have  such  a  quick  instinctive  compre- 
hension of  the  minds  and  characters  of  men, — - 
judge  for  yourself  whether  I  attach  any  value 
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to  the  poor  renown  I  have  won, — renown 
that  I  once  would  have  given  my  very  Hfe  to 
possess  ! " 

As  he  spoke,  he  stopped, — they  were  walking 
down  a  quiet  side-path  under  the  wavering 
shadow  of  newly  bourgeoning  beeches,  and  a 
bright  shaft  of  sunshine  struck  through  the 
delicate  foliage  straight  on  his  serene  and  hand- 
some countenance.  Heliobas  gave  him  a  swift, 
keen,  observant  glance, — in  a  moment  he 
noticed  what  a  marvellous  change  had  been 
wrought  in  the  man,  who,  but  a  few  months 
before,  had  come  to  him,  a  wreck  of  wasted  life, 
— a  wreck  that  was  not  only  ready,  but  willing, 
to  drift  into  downward  currents  and  whirlpools 
of  desperate,  godless,  blank,  and  hopeless 
misery.  And  now,  how  completely  he  was 
transformed  ! — Health  coloured  his  cheeks  and 
sparkled  in  his  eyes, — health,  both  of  body  and 
mind,  gave  that  quick  brilliancy  to  his  smile, 
and  that  easy,  yet  powerful  poise  to  his  whole 
figure, — while  the  supreme  consciousness  of 
the  Immortal  Spirit  within  him  surrounded  him 
with  the  same  indescribable  fascination  and 
magnetic  attractiveness  that  distinguished 
Heliobas  himself,  even  as  it  distinguishes  all 
who  have  in  good  earnest  discovered,  and 
accepted    the    only    true    explanation    of  their 
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individual  mystery  of  being.  One  steady 
flashing  look, — and  then  Hellobas  silently  held 
out  his  hand.  As  silently,  Alwyn  clasped  It, — 
and  the  two  men  understood  each  other.  All 
constraint  was  at  an  end, — and  when  they 
resumed  their  slow  sauntering  under  the  glis- 
tening green  branches,  they  were  mutually 
aware  that  they  now  held  an  almost  equal  rank 
in  the  hierarchy  of  spiritual  knowledge,  strength 
and  sympathy. 

"  Evidently  your  adventure  to  the  Ruins  of 
Babylon  was  not  altogether  without  results ! " 
said  Hellobas  softly — "Your  appearance 
indicates  happiness, — is  your  life  at  last 
complete  ?  " 

"  Complete  ? — No  !  " — and  Alwyn  sighed 
somewhat  impatiently — '*  It  cannot  be  complete, 
so  long  as  its  best  and  purest  half  is  elsewhere ! 
My  fame  is,  as  you  can  guess,  a  mere  ephe- 
mera,— a  small  vanishing  point,  in  comparison 
with  the  higher  ambition  I  have  now  in  view. 
Listen, — you  know  nothing  of  what  happened 
to  me  on  the  Field  of  Ardath, — I  should  have 
written  to  you  perhaps,  but  it  is  better  to  speak, — 
I  will  tell  you  all  as  briefly  as  I  can." 

And  talking  in  an  undertone,  with  his  arm 
linked  through  that  of  his  companion,  he  related 
the  whole    strange    story    of   the    visitation   of 
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Edrls,  the  Dream  of  Al-Kyrls,  his  awakening 
on  the  Prophet's  Field  at  sunrise,  and  his  final 
renunciation  of  Self  at  the  Cross  of  Christ. 
Hellobas  listened  to  him  in  perfect  silence,  his 
eyes  alone  expressing  with  what  eager  Interest 
and  attention  he  followed  every  incident  of  the 
narrative. 

"  And  now, —  "  said  Alwyn  in  conclusion, — 
"  I  always  try  to  remember  for  my  own  comfort 
that  I  left  my  dead  Self  in  the  burning  ruin  of 
that  dream-built  city  of  the  past, — or  seemed  to 
leave  it,  .  .  and  yet  I  feel  sometimes  as  If  Its 
shadow-presence  clung  to  me  still !  I  look  in 
the  mirror  and  see  stransfe  faint  reflections  of 
the  actual  personal  attributes  of  the  slain 
Sah-luma, — occasionally  these  are  so  strong 
and  distinctly  marked  that  I  turn  away  in  anger 
from  my  own  Image  !  Why,  I  loved  that  Phan- 
tasm of  a  Poet  in  my  dream  as  I  must  for  ages 
have  loved  myself  to  my  own  utter  undoing ! — 
I  admired  his  work  with  such  extravagant 
fondness,  that  thinking  of  it,  I  blush  for  shame 
at  my  own  thus-manifest  conceit  ! — In  truth 
there  is  only  one  thing  in  that  pictured  charac- 
ter of  his,  I  can  for  the  present  judge  myself 
free  from, —  namely  the  careless  rejection  of 
true  love  for  false, — the  wanton  misprisal  of  a 
faithful   heart  such   as    NIphrata's,   whose    fair 
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child-face  even  now  often  flits  before  my  re- 
morseful memory, — and  the  evil  sensual  passion 
for  a  woman,  whose  wickedness  was  as  evident 
as  her  beauty  was  paramount  !  I  could  never 
understand  or  explain  this  wilful  headstrong 
weakness  in  my  Shadow-Self — it  was  the  one 
circumstance  in  my  vision  that  seemed  to  have 
little  to  do  with  the  positive  Me  in  Its  applica- 
tion,— but  now  I  thoroughly  grasp  the  meaning 
of  the  lesson  conveyed,  which  is  that  no  man 
ever  really  knows  himself,  or  fatho7ns  the  depths 
of  his  own  possible  inconsistencies.  And  as 
matters  stand  with  me  at  the  present  time,  I 
am  hemmed  in  on  all  sides  by  difficulties, — for 
since  the  modern  success  of  that  very  anciently- 
composed  poem  '  Nozirhabna  '  " — and  he  smiled 
— ''  my  friends  and  acquaintances  are  doing  their 
best  to  make  me  think  as  much  of  myself  as  if 
I  were, — well !  all  that  I  am  not.  Do  what  I 
will,  I  believe  I  am  still  an  egoist, — nay,  I  am 
sure  of  it, — for  even  as  regards  my  heavenly 
saint,  Edris,  I  am  selfish  !  " 

"How  so?"  asked  Hellobas  with  a  sfrave 
side-glance  of  admiration  at  the  thoughtful  face 
and  meditative  earnest  eyes  of  this  poet,  this 
once  bitter  and  blasphemous  sceptic,  grown  up 
now  to  a  majesty  of  faith  that  not  all  the  scorn 
of  men  or  devils  could  ever  shake  again. 
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''  I  want  her  ! " — he  repHed,  and  there  was  a 
thrill  of  pathetic  yearning  in  his  voice — ''  I  long 
for  her  every  moment  of  the  day  and  night ! 
It  seems  too,  as  if  everything  combined  to 
encourage  this  craving  in  me, — this  fond,  mad 
desire  to  draw  her  down  from  her  own  bright 
sphere  of  joy, — down  to  my  arms,  my  heart,  my 
life  !  See  !  " — and  he  stopped  by  a  bed  of  white 
hyacinths  nodding  softly  in  the  faint  breeze — 
''  Even  those  flowers  remind  me  of  her  !  When 
I  look  up  at  the  blue  sky  I  think  of  the 
radiance  of  her  eyes, — they  were  the  heaven's 
own  colour, — when  I  see  light  clouds  floating 
together  half  grey,  half  tinted  by  the  sun,  they 
seem  to  me  to  resemble  the  soft  and  noiseless 
garb  she  wore, — the  birds  sing,  only  to  recall  to 
me  the  lute-like  sweetness  of  her  voice, — and 
at  night  when  I  behold  the  millions  upon 
millions  of  stars  that  are  worlds,  peopled  as 
they  must  be  with  thousands  of  wonderful  living 
creatures,  perhaps  as  spiritually  composed  as 
she,  I  sometimes  find  it  hard,  that  out  of  all  the 
exhaustless  types  of  being  that  love,  serve  and 
praise  God  in  Heaven,  this  one  fair  Spirit, — 
only  this  one  angel-maiden,  should  not  be 
spared  to  help  and  comfort  me  !  Yes ! — I  am 
selfish  to  the  heart's  core  my  friend  !  " — and 
his    eyes    darkened    with   a   vague   wistfulness 
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and  trouble, — "  Moreover  I  have  weakly  striven 
to  excuse  my  selfishness  to  my  own  conscience 
thus  ; — I  have  thought  that  if  she  were  vouch- 
safed to  me  for  the  remainder  of  my  days,  I 
might  then  indeed  do  lasting  good,  and  leave 
lasting  consolation  to  the  world, — such  work 
might  be  performed  as  would  stir  the  most 
callous  souls  to  life  and  energy  and  aspiration, 
— with  her  sweet  Presence  near  me,  visibly 
close  and  constant,  there  is  no  task  so  difficult 
that  I  would  not  essay  and  conquer  in,  for  her 
sake,  her  service,  her  greater  glory !  But 
alone  !  " — and  he  gave  a  slight  hopeless  ges- 
ture— "  Nay, — Christ  knows  I  will  do  the 
utmost  best  I  can,  but  the  solitary  ways  of  life 
are  hard  !  " 

Heilobas  regarded   him   fixedly. 

*'  You  seem  to  be  alone  " — he  said  presently, 
after  a  pause, — ''  but  truly  you  are  not  so.  You 
think  you  are  set  apart  to  do  your  work  In 
solitude, — nevertheless  she  whom  you  love,  may 
be  near  you  even  while  you  speak !  Still  I 
understand  what  you  mean, — you  long  to  see 
her  again, — to  realize  her  tangible  form  and 
presence, — well ! — this  cannot  be  until  you  pass 
from  this  earth  and  adopt  her  nature,  . .  unless, — 
unless  she  descends  hither,  and  adopts  yours  I  " 

The  last  words  were  uttered  slowly  and   im- 
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pressively,  and  Alwyn's  countenance  brightened 
with  a  sudden  irresistible  rapture. 

"  That  would  be  impossible  ! "  he  said,  but 
his  voice  trembled,  and  there  was  more  inter- 
rogativeness  than  assertion  in  his  tone. 

*'  Impossible  in  most  cases, — yes  " — agreed 
Heliobas — "  But  in  your  specially  chosen  and 
privileged  estate,  I  cannot  positively  say  that 
such  a  thing  might  not   be." 

For   one  moment   a  strange  eager  brilliancy 

shone    in  Alwyn's  eyes, — the   next,   he  set   his 

lips  hard,  and  made  a  firm   gesture  of  denial. 

"  Do  not  tempt   me,    good    Heliobas ! "    he 

said  with  a  faint  smile — "  Or  rather,  do  not  let 

me   tempt    myself!      I    bear    in    constant  mind 

what   she,   my    Edris,    told    me   when   she   left 

me, — that   we  should    not   meet  again  till  after 

death,  unless  the  longing  of  my  love  compelled. 

Now  if  it  be  true  as  I   have  often  thought,  that 

I  could  compel, — by  what  right  dare  I  use  such 

power,  if  power  I  have,  upon   her  ?     She  loves 

me, — I    love   her, — and  by  the   force    of  love, 

such    love    as    ours,  .  .  who    knows ! — I    might 

perchance  persuade  her  to   adopt  a  while  this 

mean,  uneasy  vesture  of  mere  mortal  life, — and 

the  very  innate  perception  that  I  might  do  so,  is 

the  sharpest  trial   I  have  to  endure.      Because, 

if  I   would   thoroughly  conquer  myself,  I  must 
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resist  this  feeling  ; — nay,  I  ivill  resist  It, — for 
let  it  cost  me  what  it  may,  I  have  sworn  that 
the  selfishness  of  my  own  personal  desire  shall 
never  cross  or  cloud  the  radiance  of  her  perfect 
happiness  ! " 

''  But  suppose  " — suggested  Heliobas  quietly, 
*'  Suppose  she  were  to  find  an  even  more 
complete  happiness  In  making  you  happy  ? " 

Alwyn  shook  his  head.  ''  My  friend,  do  not 
let  us  talk  of  It !  " — he  answered — "  No  joy  can 
be  more  complete  than  the  joy  of  Heaven, — 
and  that  In  its  full  blessedness  Is  hers." 

''  That  in  its  full  blessedness  is  not  hers." — 
declared  Heliobas  with  emphasis — "  And  more- 
over it  can  never  be  hers,  while  yott  are  still  an 
exile  and  wanderer  !  Friend  Poet,  do  you  think 
that  even  Heaven  is  wholly  happy  to  one  who 
loves,  and  whose  Beloved  Is  absent  .^ " 

A  tremor  shook  Alwyn's  nerves, — his  eyes 
glowed  as  though  the  Inward  fire  of  his  soul 
had  lightened  them,  but  his  face  grew  very 
pale. 

''  No  more  of  this,  for  God's  sake  !  "  he  said 
passionately.  "  I  must  not  dream  of  It, — I  dare 
not !  I  become  the  slave  of  my  own  imagined 
rapture, — the  coward  who  falls  conquered  and 
trembling  before  his  own  desire  of  delight ! 
Rather  let  me  strive   to   be  glad  that  she,  my 
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angel-love,  Is  so  far  removed  from  my  un- 
worthiness, — let  her,  if  she  be  near  me  now, 
read  my  thoughts,  and  see  In  them  how  dear, 
how  sacred  is  her  fair  and  glorious  memory, — 
how  I  would  rather  endure  an  eternity  of  an- 
guish, than  make  her  sad  for  one  brief  hour  of 
mortal-counted  time !  " 

He  was  greatly  moved, — his  voice  trembled 
with  the  fervour  of  its  own  music,  and  Heliobas 
looked  at  him  with  a  grave  and  very  tender 
smile. 

"  Enough  !  " — he  said  gently — "  I  will  speak 
no  further  on  this  subject,  which  I  see  affects 
you  deeply.  Nevertheless  I  would  have  you 
remember  how,  when  the  Master  whom  we 
serve,  passed  through  His  Agony  at  Gethse- 
mane,  and  with  all  the  knowledge  of  His  own 
power  and  glory  strong  upon  Him,  still  in  His 
vast  self-abnegation  said  '  Not  my  will  but 
Thine  be  done  !  '  that  then  '  there  appeared  an 
Angel  unto  Him  from  heaven,  strengthening 
Him!'  Think  of  this, — for  every  incident  in 
that  Divine-Human  Life  is  a  hint  for  ours, — 
and  often  it  chances  that  when  we  reject  hap- 
piness for  the  sake  of  goodness,  happiness  is 
suddenly  bestowed  upon  us.  God's  miracles 
are  endless, — God's  blessings  exhaustless,  .  . 
and  the  marvels  of  this  wondrous  Universe  are 
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as  nothing,  compared  to  the  working  of  His 
Sovereign  Will  for  good  on  the  lives  of  those 
who  serve   Him  faithfully." 

Alwyn  flashed  upon  him  a  quick  half-ques- 
tioning glance,  but  was  silent, — and  they  walked 
on  together  for  some  minutes  without  exchang- 
ing a  word.  A  few  people  passed  and  repassed 
them, — some  little  children  were  playing  hide- 
and-seek  behind  the  trunks  of  the  largest  trees, 
— the  air  was  fresh  and  invigorating,  and  the 
incessant  roar  of  busy  traffic  outside  the  Park 
palings,  offered  a  perpetual  noisy  reminder  of 
the  great  world  that  surged  around  them, — the 
world  of  petty  aims  and  transitory  pleasures, 
with  which  they,  filled  full  of  the  knowledge  of 
higher  and  eternal  things,  had  so  little  in  common 
save  sympathy, — sympathy  for  the  wilful  wrong- 
doing of  man,  and  pity  for  his  self-imposed 
blindness.  Presently  Heliobas  spoke  again  in 
his  customary  light  and  cheerful  tone, — 

"  Are  you  writing  anything  new  just  now  ?  " 
he  asked.  ''  Or  are  you  resting  from  literary 
labour  ?  " 

'*  Well,  rest  and  work  are  with  me  very 
nearly  one  and  the  same " — replied  Alwyn, — 
''  I  think  the  most  absolutely  tiring  and  exhaust- 
ing thing  in  the  world  would  be  to  have  nothing 
to    do.      Then    I    can    imagine    life    becoming 
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indeed  a  weighty  burden !  Yes,  I  am  engaged 
on  a  new  poem,  .  .  it  gives  me  intense  pleasure 
to  write  it — but  whether  it  will  give  any  one 
equal  pleasure  to  read  it  is  quite  another 
question." 

*' Does  'Zabastes'  still  loom  on  your  hori- 
zon ? "  inquired  his  companion  mirthfully — 
*'  Or  are  you  still  inclined, — as  in  the  Past, — 
to  treat  him  whether  he  comes  singly,  or  in 
numbers,  as  the  Poet's  court  jester,  and  paid 
fool  ?  " 

Alwyn  laughed  lightly.  "  Perhaps  !  "  he 
an;swered  with  a  sparkle  of  amusement  in  his 
eyes, — ''  But  really,  so  far  as  the  wind  of 
criticism  goes,  I  don't  think  any  author  now- 
adays particularly  cares  whether  it  blows  fair 
weather  or  foul.  You  see  we  all  know  how  it 
is  done, — we  can  name  the  clubs  and  cliques 
from  whence  It  emanates,  and  we  are  fully 
aware  that  If  one  leading  man  of  a  '  set '  gives 
the  starting-signal  of  praise  or  blame,  the  rest 
follow  like  sheep  without  either  thought,  or 
personal  discrimination.  Moreover  some  of  us 
have  met  and  talked  with  certain  of  these 
magazine  and  newspaper  oracles,  and  have 
tested  for  ourselves  the  limited  extent  of  their 
knowledge  and  the  shallowness  of  their  wit.  I 
assure  you  It  often  happens  that  a  great  author 
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is  tried,  judged  and  condemned  by  a  little 
casual  press-man  who  in  his  very  criticism 
proves  himself  ignorant  of  grammar.  Of 
course  if  the  public  choose  to  accept  such  a 
verdict,  why  then,  all  the  worse  for  the  public, 
— but  luckily  the  majority  of  men  are  beginning 
to  learn  the  ins  and  outs  of  the  modern  critic's 
business, — they  see  his  or  her  methods,  (it  is  a 
notable  fact  that  women  do  a  great  deal  of 
criticism  now,  they  being  willing  to  scribble 
oracular  commonplaces  at  a  cheaper  rate  of  pay 
than  men, — )  so  that  if  a  book  is  condemned, 
people  are  dubious,  and  straightway  read  it  for 
themselves  to  see  what  is  in  it  that  excites 
aversion, — if  it  is  praised  they  are  still  dubious, 
and  generally  decide  that  the  critical  eulogist 
must  have  some  personal  interest  in  its  sale. 
It  is  difficult  for  an  author  to  win  his  public, — 
but  when  won,  the  critics  may  applaud  or  deride 
as  suits  their  humour,  it  makes  no  appreciable 
difference  to  his  popularity.  Now  I  consider 
my  own  present  fame  was  won  by  a  chance, — a 
misconception,  that  as  /  know,  had  its  ancient 
foundation  in  truth,  but  that  as  far  as  everybody 
else  is  concerned,  remains  a  misconception, — so 
that  I  estimate  my  success  at  its  right  value,  or 
rather  let  me  say,  at  its  proper  worthlessness." 
And  in  a  few  words  he  related  how  the  leaders 
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of  English  journalism  had  judged  him  dead, 
and  had  praised  his  work  chiefly  because  It  was 
deemed  posthumous.  ''  I  believe  " — he  added 
good-humouredly — "  that  If  this  mistake  had  not 
arisen,  I  should  scarcely  have  been  heard  of, 
since  I  advocate  no  particular  '  cult '  and  belong 
to  no  Mutual  Admiration  Alliance,  offensive  or 
defensive.  But  my  supposed  untimely  decease 
served  me  better  than  the  Browning  Society 
serves   Browning  ! " 

Again  he  laughed, —  Heliobas  had  listened 
with  a  keen  and  sarcastic  enjoyment  of  the 
whole  story. 

"■  Undoubtedly  your  '  Zabastes  '  was  no  phan- 
tom !  " — he  observed  emphatically — ''  His  was 
evidently  a  very  real  existence,  and  he  must 
have  divided  himself  from  one  into  several,  to 
sit  in  judgment  again  upon  you  in  this  present 
day  !  History  repeats  Itself, — and  unhappily 
all  the  injustice,  hypocrisy  and  inconsistency  of 
man  is  repeated  too, — and  out  of  the  multitudes 
that  inhabit  the  earth,  how  few  will  succeed  in 
fulfilling  their  highest  destinies  !  This  is  the 
one  bitter  drop  In  the  cup  of  our  knowledge, 
— we  can,  If  we  choose,  save  ourselves, — but 
we  can  seldom,  if  ever,  save  others  ! " 

Alwyn  stopped  short,  his  eyes  darkening  with 
a  swift  intensity  of  feeling. 
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"Why  not?" — he  asked  earnestly — ''Must 
we  look  on,  and  see  men  rushing  towards 
certain  misery,  without  making  an  effort  to  turn 
them  back  ? — to  warn  them  of  the  darkness 
whither  they  are  bound  ? — to  rescue  them  before 
it  is  too  late  ?  " 

"  My  friend,  we  can  make  the  effort  certainly, 
— and  we  are  bound  to  make  it,  because  it  is 
our  duty, — but  in  ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a 
hundred,  we  shall  fail  of  our  persuasion.  What 
can  I,  or  you,  or  any  one  do  against  the  iron 
force  of  Free- Will  ?  God  Himself  will  not 
constrain  it, — how  then  shall  we  ?  In  the  Books 
of  Esdras,  which  have  already  been  of  such  use 
to  you,  you  will  find  the  following  significant 
words  :  '  The  Most  High  hath  made  this  world 
for  many,  but  the  zuorld  to  come  for  few.  As 
when  thou  askest  the  earthy  it  shall  say  unto 
thee  that  it  giveth  m^uch  mould  whereof  earthe?i 
vessels  are  made,  and  but  little  dust  that  gold 
Cometh  of  even  so  is  the  course  of  this  present 
world.  There  be  m.any  created  btU  few  shall  be 
saved! — God  elects  to  be  served  by  choice — and 
not  by  compulsion  ; — it  is  His  Law  that  Man 
shall  work  out  his  own  immortal  destiny, — and 
nothing  can  alter  this  overwhelming  Fact.  The 
sublime  Example  of  Christ  was  given  us  as  a 
means  to  assist  us  in  forming  our  own  conclu- 
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slons, — but  there  is  no  coercion  in  It, — only  a 
Divine  Love.  You,  for  instance,  were,  and  are, 
still  perfectly  free  to  reject  the  whole  of  your  ex- 
perience on  the  Field  of  Ardath  as  a  delusion, 
— nothing  would  be  easier,  and  from  the  world's 
point  of  view,  nothing  more  natural.  Faith  and 
Doubt  are  equally  voluntary  acts, — the  one  is 
the  instinct  of  the  immortal  Soul, — the  other 
the  tendency  of  the  perishable  Body, — and  the 
Will  decides  which  of  the  two  shall  conquer  in 
the  end.  I  know  that  you  are  firm  in  your  high 
and  true  conviction, — I  know  also  what  thoughts 
are  at  work  in  your  brain, — you  are  bending  all 
your  energies  on  the  task  of  trying  to  instil  into 
the  minds  of  your  fellow-men,  some  comprehen- 
sion of  the  enlightenment  and  hope  you  yourself 
possess.  Ah,  you  must  prepare  for  disappoint- 
ment ! — for  though  the  times  are  tending  towards 
strange  upheavals  and  terrors,  when  the  trumpet- 
voice  of  an  inspired  Poet  may  do  enormous 
good, — still  the  name  of  the  wilfully  ignorant  is 
Legion, — the  age  is  one  of  the  grossest  Mam- 
mon-worship, and  coarsest  Atheism, — and  the 
noblest  teachings  of  the  noblest  teacher,  were 
he  even  another  Shakespeare,  must  of  necessity 
be  but  a  casting  of  pearls  before  swine.  Still " 
— and  his  rare  sweet  smile  brightened  the  serene 
dignity  of  his  features — "  fling  out  the  pearls 
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freely  all  the  same, — the  swine  may  grunt  at, 
but  cannot  rend  you, — and  a  poet's  genius  should 
be  like  the  sunlight,  that  falls  on  rich  and  poor, 
good  and  bad  with  glorious  impartiality  !  If 
you  can  comfort  one  sorrow,  check  one  sin,  or 
rescue  one  soul  from  the  widening  quicksand  of 
the  Atheist-world,  you  have  sufficient  reason  to 
be  devoutly  thankful." 

By  this  time  their  walk  had  led  them 
imperceptibly  to  one  of  the  gates  of  egress 
from  the  Park,  and  Heliobas,  pointing  to  a 
huge  square  building  opposite  said — 

*'  There  is  the  hotel  at  which  I  am  staying 
— one  of  the  Americanized  monster-fabrics  in 
which  tired  travellers  find  much  splendid  show, 
and  little  rest  !  Will  you  lunch  with  me  ? — I 
am  quite  alone." 

Alwyn  gladly  assented, — he  was  most  unwill- 
ing to  part  at  once  from  this  man,  to  whom  in 
a  measure  he  felt  he  owed  his  present  happy  and 
tranquil  condition  of  body  and  mind, — besides, 
he  was  curious  to  find  out  more  about  him  — to 
obtain  from  him  if  possible  an  entire  explan:ition 
of  the  actual  tenets  and  chief  characteristics  of 
the  system  of  religious  worship  he  himself 
practised  and  followed.  Heliobas  seemed  to 
guess  his  thoughts,  for  suddenly  turning  upon 
him  with  a  quick  glance,  he  observed, — 

263 


ARDATH. 

'*  You  want  to  '  pluck  out  the  heart  of  my 
mystery '  as  Hamlet  says,  do  you  not,  my 
friend  ?  " — and  he  smiled — ''  Well,  so  you  shall, 
if  you  can  discover  aught  In  me  that  Is  not 
already  in  yourself!  I  assure  you  there  is 
nothing  preternatural  about  me, — my  peculiar 
'  eccentricity  '  consists  in  steadily  adapting  my- 
self to  the  scientific  spiritual  as  well  as  scientific 
material  laws  of  the  Universe.  The  two  sets 
of  laws  united  make  harmony, — hence  I  find 
my  life  harmonious  and  satisfactory, — this  is  my 
'  abnormal '  condition  of  mind, — and  you  are 
now  fully  as  '  abnormal '  as  I  am.  Come,  we 
will  discuss  our  mutual  strange  nonconformity 
to  the  wild  world's  custom  or  caprice  over  a 
glass  of  good  wine, — observe,  please,  that  I  am 
neither  a  '  total  abstainer '  nor  a  '  vegetarian ' 
and  that  I  have  a  curious  fashion  of  beine 
temperate,  and  of  using  all  the  gifts  of  beneficent 
Nature  equally,  and  without  prejudice  !  " 

While  he  spoke,  they  had  crossed  the  road, 
and  they  now  entered  the  vestibule  of  the 
hotel,  where  declining  the  hall-porter's  offer  of 
the  "  lift  "  —  Heliobas  ascended  the  stairs 
leisurely  to  the  second  floor,  and  ushered 
his  companion  into  a  comfortable  private 
sitting-room. 

"  Fancy  men  consenting  to  be  drawn  up  to 
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their  apartments  like  babes  in  a  basket  !  "  he 
said  laughingly,  alluding  to  the  '  lift '  process — 
"  Upon  my  word,  when  I  think  of  the  strong 
people  of  a  past  age  and  compare  them  with 
the  enervated  race  of  to-day,  I  feel  not  only 
pity,  but  shame  for  the  visible  degeneration  of 
mankind.  Frail  nerves,  weak  hearts,  uncertain 
limbs, — these  are  common  characteristics  of  the 
young  nowadays,  instead  of  being  as  formerly 
the  natural  failings  of  the  old.  Wear  and  tear 
and  worry  of  modern  existence  ? — Oh  yes,  I 
know  ! — but  why  the  wear  and  tear  and  worry 
at  all  ?  What  is  it  for  ?  Simply  for  the  over 
getting  of  money.  One  must  live  ?  .  certainly, 
— but  one  is  not  bound  to  live  in  foolish  luxury 
for  the  sake  of  out-flauntine  one's  neiehbours. 
Better  to  live  simply  and  preserve  health,  than 
gain  a  fortune  and  be  a  moping  dyspeptic  for 
life.  But  unless  one  toils  and  moils  like  a 
beast  of  burden,  one  cannot  even  live  simply, 
some  will  say  ?  I  don't  believe  that  assertion. 
The  peasants  of  France  live  simply,  and  save, — 
the  peasants  of  England  live  wretchedly,  and 
waste  !  Voila  la  difference  I  As  with  nations, 
so  with  individuals, — it  is  all  a  question  of 
Will.  '  Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  way  '  is 
a  dreadfully  trite  copy-book  maxim,  but  it's 
amazingly  true   all  the    same.     Now  let    us  to 
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the  acceptation  of  these  good  things," — this,  as 
a  pallid,  boyish-looking  waiter  just  then  entered 
the  room  with  the  luncheon,  and  in  his  bustling 
to  and  fro,  manifested  unusual  eagerness  to 
make  himself  agreeable — "  I  have  made  excel- 
lent friends  with  this  young  Ganymede, — he 
has  sworn  never  to  palm  off  raisin-wine  upon 
me  for  Chambertin  !  " 

The  waiter  blushed  and  chuckled  as  though 
he  were  conscious  of  having  gained  special 
new  dignity  and  importance, — and  having  laid 
the  table,  and  set  the  chairs,  he  departed  with 
a  flourishing  bow  worthy  of  a  Prince's  maitre- 
d'hotel, 

'*  Your  name  must  seem  a  curious  one  to 
these  fellows  " — observed  Alwyn,  when  he  had 
gone, — *'  Unusual  and  even  mysterious  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes  ! — "  returned  Heliobas  with  a 
laugh — ■''  It  would  be  judged  so,  I  suppose,  if  I 
ever  gave  it, — but  I  don't.  It  was  only  in 
England,  and  by  an  Englishman,  that  I  was 
once,  to  my  own  utter  amazement  addressed  as 
'  He-ly-oh-bas  ' — and  I  was  quite  alarmed  at 
the  sound  of  it  !  One  would  think  that  most 
people  in  these  educational  days  knew  the 
Greek  word  helios, — and  one  would  also  imagine 
it  as  easy  to  say  Heliobas  as  heliograph.  But 
now,   to    avoid  mistakes,    whenever     I     touch 
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British  territory  and  come  into  contact  with 
British  tongues,  I  give  my  Christian  name  only, 
Caslmir, — the  result  of  which  arrangement  is, 
that  I  am  known  in  this  hotel  as  Mr.  Kasmer  ! 
Oh,  I  don't  mind  in  the  least — why  should  I  ? 
— neither  the  English  nor  the  Americans  ever 
pronounce  foreign  names  properly.  Why  I 
met  a  newly-established  young  publisher  yester- 
day who  assured  me  that  most  of  his  authors, 
the  female  ones  especially,  are  so  ignorant  of 
foreign  literature  that  he  doubts  whether  any  of 
them  know  whether  Cervantes  was  a  writer,  or 
an  ointment !  " 

Alwyn  laughed.  "  I  dare  say  the  young 
publisher  may  be  perfectly  right " — he  said — 
''  But  all  the  same  he  has  no  business  to  publish 
the  literary  emanations  of  such  Ignorance." 

"  Perhaps  not  ! — but  what  is  he  to  do,  if 
nothing  else  Is  offered  to  him  ?  He  has  to 
keep  his  occupation  going  somehow, — from  bad 
he  must  select  the  best.  He  cannot  create  a 
great  genius — he  has  to  wait  till  Nature  in 
the  course  of  events,  evolves  one  from  the 
elements.  And  in  the  present  general  dearth 
of  high  ability,  the  publishers  are  really  more 
sinned  against  than  sinning.  They  spend 
large  sums,  and  incur  large  risks,  in  launching 
new    ventures    on    the    fickle    sea   of    popular 
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favour,  and  often  their  trouble  is  taken  all  in 
vain.  It  is  really  the  stupid  egotism  of  authors 
that  is  the  stumbling-block  in  the  way  of  true 
literature, — each  little  scribbler  that  produces  a 
shilling  sensational,  thinks  his,  or  her  own  work 
a  marvel  of  genius,  and  nothing  can  shake  them 
from  their  obstinate  conviction.  If  every  man 
or  woman,  before  putting  pen  to  paper,  would 
be  sure  they  had  something  new,  suggestive, 
symbolical  or  beautiful  to  say,  how  greatly  Art 
might  gain  by  their  labours  !  Authors  who  take 
up  arms  against  publishers  en  masse,  and  in 
every  transaction  expect  to  be  cheated,  are  doing 
themselves  irreparable  injury — they  betray  the 
cloven  hoof, — namely  a  greed  for  money — and 
when  once  that  passion  dominates  them,  down 
goes  their  reputation  and  they  with  it.  It  is 
the  old  story  over  again — '  ye  cannot  serve  God 
and  Mammon,' — and  all  Art  is  a  portion  of 
God,  —  a  descending  of  the  Divine  into 
Humanity." 

Alwyn  sat  for  a  minute  silent  and  thoughtful. 
''  A  descending  of  the  Divine  into  Humanity  !  " 
he  repeated  slowly — "  It  seems  to  me  that 
'  miracle  '  is  for  ever  being  enacted, — and  yet . .  . 
we  doubt ! " 

"  We  do  not  doubt — "  said  Heliobas — ''  We 
know, — we   have   touched    Reality !      But   see 
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yonder  !  " — and  he  pointed  through  the  window 
to  the  crowded  thoroughfare  below — "  There 
are  the  flying  phantoms  of  Hfe, — the  men  and 
women  who  are  God-obHvIous,  and  w^ho  are 
therefore  no  more  actually  living,  than  the 
shadows  of  Al-Kyris  !  They  shall  pass  as  a 
breath  and  be  no  more, — and  this  roaring 
trafficking  metropolis,  this  immediate  centre  of 
civilization,  shall  ere  long  disappear  off  the 
surface  of  the  earth,  and  leave  not  a  stone  to 
mark  the  spot  where  once  it  stood  !  So  have 
thousands  of  such  cities  fallen  since  this  planet 
was  flung  into  space, — and  even  so  shall 
thousands  still  fall.  Learning,  civilization, 
science,  progress, — these  things  exist  merely  for 
the  training  and  education  of  a  chosen  few, — 
and  out  of  many  earth-centuries  and  generations 
of  men,  shall  be  won  only  a  very  small  company 
of  angels  !  Be  glad  that  you  have  fathomed  the 
mystery  of  your  own  life's  purpose, — for  you 
are  now  as  much  a  Positive  Identity  among 
vanishing  spectres,  as  you  were,  when  on  the 
Field  of  Ardath,  you  witnessed  and  took  part 
in  the  Mirage  of  your  Past." 


269 


CHAPTER   VII 


A    MISSING    RECORD. 


He  spoke  the  last  words  with  deep  feehng 
and  earnestness,  and  Alwyn  meeting  his  clear, 
grave,  brilliant  eyes  was  more  than  ever  im- 
pressed by  the  singular  dignity  and  over- 
powering magnetism  of  his  presence.  Re- 
membering how  insufficiently  he  had  realized 
this  man's  true  worth,  when  he  had  first  sought 
him  out  in  his  monastic  retreat,  he  was  struck 
by  a  sudden  sense  of  remorse,  and  leaning 
across  the  table,  gently  touched  his  hand. 

"  How  greatly  I  wronged  you  once,  Helio- 
bas  ! "  he  said  penitently,  with  a  tremor  of 
appeal  in  his  voice — "  Forgive  me,  will  you  ? — 
though  I  shall  never  forgive  myself ! " 

Heliobas  smiled,  and  cordially  pressed  the 
extended  hand  in  his  own. 

''  Nay,  there  is  nothing  to  forgive,  my  friend," 
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he  answered  cheerfully — "and  nothing  to 
regret.  Your  doubts  of  me  were  very  natural, 
— indeed,  viewed  by  the  world's  standard  of 
opinion,  much  more  natural  than  your  present 
faith,  for  faith  is  always  a  s^l/>er-n^.tura\  instinct. 
Would  you  be  practically  sensible  according  to 
modern  social  theories  ? — then  learn  to  suspect 
everybody  and  everything,  even  your  best 
friends'  good  intentions  !  " 

He  laughed,  and  the  luncheon  being  con- 
cluded, he  rose  from  table,  and  taking  an  easy 
chair  nearer  the  window,  motioned  Alwyn  to  do 
the  same. 

*' I  want  to  talk  to  you" — he  continued, 
''  We  may  not  meet  again  for  years, — you 
are  entering  on  a  difficult  career,  and  a  few 
hints  from  one  who  knows  and  thoroughly 
understands  your  position,  may  possibly  be  of 
use  to  you.  In  the  first  place  then,  let  me  ask 
you,  have  you  told  any  one  save  me,  the  story 
of  your  Ardath  adventure  ?  " 

"One  friend  only, — my  old  school  comrade 
Frank  Villlers  " — replied  Alwyn. 

"And  what  does  he  say  about  it  ?  " 

"  Oh,  he  thinks  it  was  a  dream  from  begin- 
ning to  end," — and  Alwyn  smiled  a  little, — 
"  He  believes  that  I  set  out  on  my  journey  with 
my    brain    already   heated    to   an    Imaginative 
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excess,  and  that  the  whole  thing,  even  my 
Angel's  presence,  was  a  pure  delusion  of 
my  own  overwrought  fancy, — a  curious  and 
wonderful  delusion,  but  always  a  delusion." 

''He  is  a  very  excellent  fellow  to  judge  you 
so  leniently  " — observed  Heliobas  composedly, 
"  Most  people  would  call  you  mad." 

"Mad!"  exclaimed  Alwyn  hotly— "  Why,  I 
am  as  sane  as  any  man  in  London  ! " 

"  Saner  I  should  say," — replied  Heliobas 
smiling,  —  "  Compared  with  some  of  the 
eminently  '  practical  '  speculating  maniacs  that 
howl  and  struggle  among  the  fluctuating  cur- 
rents of  the  Stock  Exchange  for  instance,  you 
are  indeed  a  -marvel  of  sound  and  wholesome 
mental  capability  !  But  let  us  view  the  matter 
coolly.  You  must  not  expect  such  an  excep- 
tional experience  as  yours  to  be  believed  in  by 
ordinary  persons.  Because  the  majority  of 
people  being  utterly  ?^;^spiritual  and  worldly, 
have  no  such  experiences,  and  they  therefore 
deem  them  impossible  ; — they  are  the  gold-fish 
born  in  a  bowl,  who  have  no  consciousness  of 
the  existence  of  an  ocean.  Moreover,  you 
have  no  proofs  of  the  truth  of  your  narrative, 
beyond  the  change  in  your  own  life  and  dis- 
position,— and  that  can  be  easily  referred  to 
various   other   causes.      You   spoke    of  having 
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gathered    one   of   the    miracle-flowers    on    the 
Prophet's  field, — may  I  see  it  ?  " 

Silently  Alwyn  drew  from  his  breast-pocket 
the  velvet  case  in  which  he  always  kept  the 
cherished  blossom,  and  taking  it  tenderly  out, 
placed  it  in  his  companion's  hand. 

'' xAn  immortelle'' — said  Heliobas  softly, 
while  the  flower  uncurling  its  silvery  petals  in 
the  warmth  of  his  palm,  opened  star-like  and 
white  as  snow.  ''  An  immortelle,  rare  and 
possibly  unique  ! — that  is  all  the  world  would 
say  of  it !  It  cannot  be  matched, — it  will  not 
fade, — true  !  but  you  will  get  no  one  to  believe 
that !  Frown  not,  good  Poet ! — I  want  you  to 
consider  me  for  the  moment  a  practical  world- 
ling, bent  on  driving  you  from  the  spiritual 
position  you  have  taken  up, — and  you  will  see 
how  necessary  it  is  for  you  to  keep  the  secret  of 
your  own  enlightenment  to  yourself,  or  at  least 
only  hint  at  it  through  the  parables  of  poesy." 

He  gave  back  the  Ardath  blossom  to  its 
owner  with  reverent  care, — and  when  Alwyn 
had  as  reverently  put  it  by,  he  resumed, — 

'*  Your    friend     Villiers    has    offered    you    a 

,  perfectly  logical  and  common-sense  solution  of 

the    mystery   of    Ardath, — one,    which    if   you 

chose  to  accept  it,  would  drive  you  back  into 

scepticism  as  easily  as  a  strong  wind  blows  a 
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straw.  Only  see  how  simply  the  -Intricate 
problem  Is  unravelled  by  this  means !  You,  a 
man  of  ardent  and  Imaginative  temperament, 
made  more  or  less  unhappy  by  the  doctrines  of 
materialism,  come  to  me,  Hellobas,  a  Chaldean 
student  of  the  Higher  Philosophies,  an  individual 
whose  supposed  mysterious  power  and  inex- 
plicably studious  way  of  life,  entitles  him  to  be 
considered  by  the  world  at  large,  an  impostor  ! — 
Now  don't  look  so  Indignant !  " — and  he  laughed, 
— "  I  am  merely  discussing  the  question  from  the 
point  of  view  that  would  be  sure  to  be  adopted 
by  '  wise  '  modern  society  !  Thus  : — I,  Hellobas, 
the  Impostor,  take  advantage  of  your  state  of 
mind  to  throw  you  into  a  trance,  in  which  by 
occult  means  you  see  the  vision  of  an  Angel, 
who  bids  you  meet  her  at  a  place  called  Ardath, 
— and  you  also,  in  your  hypnotized  condition, 
write  a  poem  which  you  entitle  '  Nourhdlma' 
Then  I,— always  playing  my  own  little  under- 
hand game  !— read  you  portions  of  'Esdras,'  and 
prove  to  you  that  '  Ardath '  exists,  while  I 
delicately  suggest,  If  I  do  not  absolutely  command 
your  going  thither.  You  go, — but  I,  still  by 
magnetic  power  retain  my  inflite^ice  over  you. 
You  visit  Elzear,  a  hermit,  whom  we  will  for  the 
sake  of  the  present  argument,  call  my  accom- 
plice^— he   reads  between  the  lines  of  the  letter 
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you  deliver  to  him  from  me,  and  he  understands 
its  secret  import.  He  continues,  no  matter  how, 
your  delusion.  You  broke  your  fast  with  him, — 
and  surely  it  was  easy  for  him  to  place  some 
potent  drug  in  the  wine  he  gave  you,  which 
made  you  dream  the  rest ; — nay,  viewed  from 
this  stand-point,  it  is  open  to  question  whether 
you  ever  went  to  the  Field  of  Ardath  at  all,  but 
merely  dixamt  you  did  !  You  see  how  admirably 
I  can,  with  little  trouble,  disprove  the  whole 
story,  and  make  myself  out  to  be  the  veriest 
charlatan  and  trickster  that  ever  duped  his 
credulous  fellow-man  !  How  do  you  Hke  my 
practical  dissection  of   your  new-found  joys  ?  " 

Alwyn  was  gazing  at  him  with  puzzled  and 
anxious  eyes. 

*'  I  do  not  like  it  at  all" — he  murmured  in  a 
pained  tone — ''  It  is  an  insidious  seinblance  of 
truth  ; — but  I  know  it  is  not  the  Truth  itself !  " 

"  Why,  how  obstinate  you  are  !  "  said  Heliobas 
good-humouredly,  with  a  quick  flashing  glance 
at  him.  ''  You  insist  on  seeing  things  in  a 
directly  reverse  way  to  that  in  which  the  world 
sees  them  !  How  can  you  be  so  foolish  !  To 
the  world  your  Ardath  adventure  Is  the  semblance 
of  truth, — and  only  man's  opinion  thereon  is 
worth  trusting  as  the  Truth  Itself!" 

Over  the  wistful,  brooding  thoughtfulness  of 
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Alwyn's  countenance  swept  a  sudden  light  ot 
magnificent  resolution. 

"  Heliobas,  do  not  jest  with  me  ! "  he  cried 
passionately — ''  I  know,  better  perhaps  than 
most  men,  how  divine  things  can  be  argued 
away  by  the  jargon  of  tongues,  till  heart  and 
brain  grow  weary, — I  know,  God  help  me  ! — 
how  the  noblest  ideals  of  the  soul  can  be  swept 
down  and  dispersed  into  blank  ruin,  by  the 
specious  arguments  of  cold-blooded  casuists, — 
but  I  also  know,  by  a  supreme  inner  knowledgQ 
beyond  all  human  proving,  that  GOD  EXISTS, 
and  with  His  Being  exist  likewise  all  splen- 
dours, great  and  small,  spiritual  and  material, — 
splendours  vaster  than  our  intelligence  can 
reach, — ideals  loftier  than  Imagination  can 
depict !  I  want  no  proofs  of  this,  save  those 
that  burn  in  my  own  individual  consciousness, — 
I  do  not  need  a  miserable  taper  of  human  reason 
to  help  me  to  discern  the  Sun  !  I,  of  my  own 
choice,  prayer  and  hope,  voluntarily  believe  in 
God,  in  Christ,  in  angels,  in  all  things  beautiful 
and  pure  and  grand  ! — let  the  world  and  its 
ephemeral  opinions  wither,  I  will  not  be  shaken 
down  from  the  first  step  of  the  ladder  whereon 
one  climbs  to   Heaven  ! " 

His  features  were  radiant  with   fervour  and 
eeling, — his    eyes    brilliant,   with  the  kindling 
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inward  light  of  noblest  aspiration, — and  Helio- 
bas,  who  had  watched  him  intently,  now  bent 
towards  him  with  a  grave  gesture  of  the 
gentlest  homage. 

*'  How  strong  is  he  whom  an  Angel's  love 
makes  glorious  !  "  he  said — "  We  are  partners 
in  the  same  destiny,  my  friend, — and  I  have  but 
spoken  to  you  as  the  world  might  speak,  to 
prepare  you  for  opposition.  The  specious 
arguments  of  men  confront  us  at  every  turn,  in 
every  book,  in  every  society, — and  it  is  not 
always  that  we  are  ready  to  meet  them.  As  a 
rule,  silence  on  all  matters  of  personal  faith,  is 
best, — let  your  life  bear  witness  for  you  ; — it 
shall  thunder  loud  oracles  when  your  mortal 
lips  are  dumb." 

He  paused  a  moment — then  went  on  : — 
"  You  have  desired  to  know  the  secret  of  the 
active  and  often  miraculous  power  of  the 
special  form  of  religion  I  and  my  brethren 
follow  ; — well,  it  is  all  contained  in  Christ  and 
Christ  only.  His  is  the  only  true  Spiritualism 
in  the  world — there  was  never  any  before  He 
came.  We  obey  Christ  in  the  simple  rules 
He  preached, — Christ  according  to  His  own 
enunciated  wish  and  will.  Moreover  we, — 
that  is,  our  Fraternity, — received  our  com- 
mission from  Christ  Himself  in  person." 
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Alwyn  started, — his  eyes  dilated  with  amaze- 
ment and  awe. 

"  From  Christ  Himself  in  Person  ?  " — he 
echoed  incredulously. 

"  Even  so  !  " — returned  Heliobas  calmly — 
"  What  do  you  suppose  our  Divine  Master 
was  about,  during  the  years  between  His 
appearance  among  the  Rabbis  of  the  Temple 
and  the  commencement  of  His  public  preach- 
ing ?  Do  you,  can  you  imagine  with  the  rest 
of  the  purblind  world,  that  He  would  have 
left  His  marvellous  Gospel  in  the  charge  of  a 
few  fishermen  and  common  folk  07t/y  ?  " 

''  I  never  thought, — I  never  enquired — " 
began  Alwyn  hurriedly. 

''  No  !  " — and  Heliobas  smiled  rather  sadly, 
''  Few  men  do  think  or  enquire  very  far  on 
sacred  subjects !  Listen, — for  what  I  have  to 
say  to  you  will  but  strengthen  you  in  your 
faith, — and  you  will  need  more  than  all  the 
strength  of  the  Four  Evangelists  to  bear  you 
stiffly  up  against  the  suicidal  Negation  of  this 
present  disastrous  epoch.  Ages  ago, — aye, 
more  than  six  or  seven  thousand  years  ago, 
there  were  certain  communities  of  men  in  the 
East, — scholars,  sages,  poets,  astronomers  and 
scientists,  who,  desiring  to  give  themselves 
up   entirely   to   study    and    research,  withdrew 
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from    the   world,  and   formed   themselves    into 
Fraternities,  dividing  whatever  goods  they  had 
in  common,  and  living  together  under  one  roof 
as  the  brotherhoods  of  the  Catholic  Church  do 
to  this  day.     The  primal  object  of  these  men's 
investigations  was    a  search   after   the   Divine 
Cause  of  Creation  ; — and  as  it  was  undertaken 
with   prayer,  penance,    humility  and  reverence, 
much   enlightenment  was   vouchsafed  to  them, 
and    secrets    of    science     both     spiritual     and 
material,    were    discovered    by   them, — secrets 
which   the   wisest    of  modern   sages   know  no- 
thing   of    as   yet.     Out    of    these  Fraternities 
came  many  of  the    prophets  and   preachers  of 
the    Old  Testament, — Esdras  for   one, — Isaiah 
for  another.    They  were  the  chroniclers  of  many 
now  forgotten   events, — they  kept   the    history 
of  the  times  as  far  as   it  was  possible, — and  in 
their  ancient    records  your  city  of  Al-Kyris  is 
mentioned     as    a    great     and    populous    place 
which  was  suddenly  destroyed  by  the  bursting 
out   of  a    volcano   beneath    its    foundations — 
Yes  !  " — this     as     Alwyn     uttered    an     eager 
exclamation, — '*  Your    vision    was    a    perfectly 
faithful   reflection   of   the   manner   in  which   it 
perished.       I     must    tell     you    however,     that 
nothing  concerning  its  kings  or  great  men  has 
been   preserved, — only  a   few  allusions  to  one 
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Hyspiros,  a  writer  of  tragedies,  whose  genius 
seems  to  have  corresponded  to  that  of  our 
Shakespeare  of  to-day.  The  name  of  Sah- 
luma  is  nowhere  extant." 

A  burning  wave  of  colour  flushed  Alwyn's 
face,  but  he  was  silent.  Heliobas  went  on 
gently,— 

"  At  a  very  early  period  of  their  formation, 
these  Fraternities  I  tell  you  of,  were  in  posses- 
sion of  most  of  the  material  scientific  facts  of 
the  present  day, — such  things  as  the  electric 
wire  and  battery,  the  phonograph,  the  telephone 
and  other  '  new '  discoveries,  being  perfectly 
familiar  to  them.  The  spiritual  manifestations 
of  Nature  were  more  intricate  and  difficult  to 
penetrate, — and  though  they  knew  that  material 
effects  could  only  be  produced  by  spiritual 
causes,  they  worked  in  the  dark  as  it  were,  only 
groping  towards  the  light.  However  the  wisdom 
and  purity  of  the  lives  they  led,  was  not  without 
its  effect, — emperors  and  kings  sought  their 
advice,  and  gave  them  great  stores  of  wealth, 
which  they  divided  according  to  rule,  into  equal 
portions  and  used  for  the  benefit  of  those  in 
need,  willing  the  remainder  to  their  successors, 
so  that  at  the  present  time,  the  few  brother- 
hoods that  are  left,  hold  immense  treasures 
accumulated  through  many  centuries, — treasures 
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which  are  theirs  to  share  with  one  another  in 
the  prosecution  of  discoveries  and  the  carrying- 
on  of  good  works  in  secret.  Ages  before  the 
coming  of  Christ,  one  Aselzion,  a  man  of  austere 
and  strict  hfe,  belonging  to  a  Fraternity  sta- 
tioned in  Syria,  was  engaged  in  working  out  a 
calculation  of  the  average  quantity  of  heat  and 
light  provided  per  minute  by  the  sun's  rays, 
when,  glancing  upward  at  the  sky,  the  hour 
being  clear  noon-day,  he  beheld  a  Cross  of 
crimson  hue  suspended  in  the  sky,  whereon 
hung  the  cloudy  semblance  of  a  human  figure. 
Believing  himself  to  be  the  victim  of  some 
optical  delusion,  he  hastened  to  fetch  some  of 
his  brethren,  who  at  a  glance  perceived  the 
self-same  marvel, — which  presently  was  viewed 
with  reverent  wonder  by  the  whole  assembled 
community.  For  one  entire  hour  the  Symbol 
stayed — then  vanished  suddenly,  a  noise  like 
thunder  accompanying  its  departure.  Within  a 
few  months  of  its  appearance,  messages  came 
from  all  the  other  Fraternities  stationed  In 
Egypt,  in  Greece,  in  Spain,  in  Etruria,  stating 
that  they  also  had  seen  this  singular  sight,  and 
suggesting  that  from  henceforth  the  Cross 
should  be  adopted  by  the  united  Brotherhoods 
as  a  holy  sign  of  some  Deity  unrevealed, — a 
proposition  that  was  at  once  agreed  to.     This 
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happened  some  five  thousand  years  before 
Christ, — and  hence  the  Sign  of  the  Cross  be- 
came known  in  all,  or  nearly  all  the  ancient 
rites  of  worship,  the  multitude  considering  that 
because  it  was  the  emblem  of  the  Philosophical 
Fraternities,  it  must  have  some  sacred  meaning. 
So  it  was  used  in  the  service  of  Serapis  and  the 
adoration  of  the  Nile-god, — it  has  been  found 
carved  on  Egyptian  discs  and  obelisks,  and  it 
was  included  among  the  numerous  symbols  of 
Saturn." 

He  paused.  Alwyn  was  listening  with  eager, 
almost  breathless  attention. 

''After  this" — went  on  Heliobas — "came  a 
long  period  of  prefigurements  ; — types  and  sug- 
gestions, that,  running  through  all  the  various 
religions  that  sprang  up  swiftly  and  as  swiftly 
decayed,  hinted  vaguely  at  the  birth  of  a  child, 
— offspring  of  a  pure  Virgin — a  miraculously- 
generated  God-in-Man, — an  absolutely  Sinless 
One  who  should  be  sent  to  remind  Humanity 
of  its  intended  final  high  destiny, — and  who 
should,  by  precept  and  example,  draw  the  Earth 
nearer  to  Heaven.  I  would  here  ask  you  to 
note  what  most  people  seem  to  forget, — namely, 
that  since  Christ  came,  all  these  shadowy  types 
and  prefigurements  have  ceased ;  a  notable  fact, 
even  to   sceptical  minds.      The    world   waited 
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dimly  for  something,  it  knew  not  what, — the 
various  Fraternities  of  the  Cross  waited  also, 
feeling  conscious  that  some  great  era  of  hope 
and  happiness  was  about  to  dawn  for  all  men. 
When  the  Star  in  the  East  arose,  announcing 
the  Redeemer's  birth,  there  were  some  forty  or 
fifty  of  these  Fraternities  existing,  three  in  the 
ancient  province  of  Chaldea,  from  whence  a 
company  of  the  wisest  seers  and  sages  were 
sent  to  acknowledge  by  their  immediate  homage 
the  Divinity  born  in  Bethlehem.  These  were 
the  '  wise  men  out  of  the  east '  mentioned  in 
the  Gospel.  We  knew, — I  say  we,  because  I 
am  descended  directly  from  one  of  these  men, 
and  have  always  belonged  to  their  Brotherhood, 
— we  knew  it  was  DIVINITY  that  had  come 
amongst  us, — and  in  our  parchment-chronicles 
there  is  a  long  account  of  how  the  deserts  of 
Arabia  rung  with  music  that  holy  night, — what 
a  wealth  of  flowers  sprang  up  in  places  that  had 
hitherto  lain  waste  and  dry, — how  the  sky  blazed 
with  rings  of  roseate  radiance, — how  fair  and 
wondrous  shapes  were  seen  flitting  across  the 
heavens, — the  road  of  communication  between 
men  and  Angels  being  opened  at  a  touch  by  the 
Saviour's  advent." 

Again  he  paused, — and  after  a  little  silence 
resumed, — 
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'■Then  we  added  the  Star  to  our  existing 
Symbol  the  Cross, — and  became  the  Brother- 
hood of  the  Cross  and  Star.  As  such,  after  the 
Redeemer's  birth,  we  put  all  other  matters  from 
us,  and  set  ourselves  to  chronicle  His  life  and 
actions,  to  pray  and  wait,  unknowing  what 
might  be  the  course  of  His  work  or  will.  One 
day  He  came  to  us, — ah  !  happy  those  whom 
He  found  watching,  and  whose  privilege  it  was 
to  receive  their  Divine  Guest !  " 

His  voice  had  a  passionate  thrill  within  it  as 
of  tears, — and  Alwyn's  heart  beat  fast, — vv^hat  a 
wonderful  new  chapter  was  here  revealed  of 
the  old  old  story  of  the  Only  Perfect  Life  on 
earth  ! 

"One  of  the  Fraternities,"  went  on  Heliobas, — 
"  had  its  habitation  in  the  wilderness,  where, 
some  years  later  the  Master  wandered  fasting 
forty  days  and  forty  nights.  To  that  solitary 
abode  of  prayerful  men  He  came,  when  He 
was  about  twenty-three  earthly  years  of  age, — 
the  record  of  His  visit  has  been  reverently 
penned  and  preserved, — and  from  it  we  know 
how  fair  and  strong  he  was, — how  stately  and 
like  a  King — how  gracious  and  noble  in  bearing 
— how  far  exceeding  in  beauty  all  the  sons  of 
men!  His  speech  was  music  that  thrilled  to 
the  heart, — the    wondrous    glory    of    His    eyes 
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gave  life  to  those  who  knelt  and  worshipped 
Him — His  touch  was  pardon — His  smile  was 
peace  !  From  His  own  lips,  a  store  of  wisdom 
was  set  down, — and  prophecies  concerning  the 
fate  of  His  own  teaching  which  then  He 
uttered,  are  only  now,  at  this  very  day,  being 
fulfilled.  Therefore  we  know  the  time  has 
come, — "  he  broke  off,  and  sighed  deeply. 

"The  time  has  come  for  what  ?"  demanded 
Alwyn  eagerly. 

"  For  certain  secrets  to  be  made  known  to 
the  world  which  till  now  have  been  kept 
sacred, — "  returned  Hellobas,  —  ''  You  must 
understand  that  the  chief  vow  of  the  Fraternity 
of  the  Cross  and  Star  Is  sec7^ecy, — a  promise 
never  to  divulge  the  mysteries  of  God  and 
Nature  to  those  who  are  unfitted  to  receive 
such  high  instruction.  It  Is  Christ's  own  say- 
ing —  '  A  faithless  and  perverse  generation 
asketh  for  a  sign  and  no  sign  shall  be  given. ' 
You  surely  are  aware  how,  even  In  the  simplest 
discoveries  of  material  science  the  world's 
attitude  Is  at  first  one  of  jeering  incredulity, — 
how  much  more  so  then,  in  things  which  per- 
tain solely  to  the  spiritual  side  of  existence ! 
But  God  will  not  be  mocked, — and  it  behoves 
us  to  think  long,  and  pray  much,  before  we 
unveil  even  one  of  the  lesser  mysteries  to  the 
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eyes  of  the  vulgar.  Christ  knew  the  immutable 
condition  of  Free-Will, — He  knew  that  faith, 
humility,  and  obedience  are  the  hardest  of  all 
hard  virtues  to  the  self-sufficient  arrogance  of 
man — ,  and  we  learned  from  Him  that  His 
Gospel,  simple  though  it  is,  would  be  denied, 
disputed,  quarrelled  over,  shamefully  distorted 
and  almost  lost  sight  of  in  a  multitude  of  '  free ' 
opinions, — that  His  life-giving  Truth  would  be 
obscured  and  rendered  incomprehensible  by  the 
wilfttl  obstinacy  of  human  arguments  concerning 
it.  Christ  has  no  part  whatever  in  the  distinctly 
human  atrocities  that  have  been  perpetrated 
under  cover  of  His  Name, — such  as  the  In- 
quisition,— the  Wars  of  the  Crusades, — the 
slaughter  of  martyrs,  —  and  the  degrading 
bitternesses  of  sects  ; — in  all  these  things  Christ's 
teaching  is  entirely  set  aside  and  lost.  He 
knew  how  the  proud  of  this  world  would  mis- 
read His  words — that  is  why  He  came  to  men, 
who  for  thousands  of  years  in  succession  had 
steadily  practised  the  qualities  He  most  desired, 
namely, — -faith,  hMmility  and  obedience, — and 
finding  them  ready  to  carry  out  His  will,  He 
left  with  them  the  mystic  secrets  of  His 
doctrine,  which  He  forbade  them  to  give  to 
the  multitude  till  men's  quarrels  and  disputa- 
tions had  called  His  very  existence  into  doubt. 
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Then, — through  pure  channels  and  by  slow 
degrees,  we  were  to  proclaim  to  the  world  His 
last  message/' 

Alwyn's  eyes  rested  on  the  speaker  in 
reverent  yet  anxious  enquiry. 

''Surely" — he  said — ''you  will  begin  to  pro- 
claim it  now  ?  " 

"  Yes,  we  shall  begin  " — answered  Hellobas 
his  brow  darkening  as  with  a  cloud  of  troubled 
thought — "  But  we  are  in  a  certain  difficulty, — 
for  we  may  not  speak  in  public  ourselves,  nor 
write  for  publication, — our  ancient  vow  binds 
us  to  this,  and  may  not  be  broken.  Moreover 
the  Master  gave  us  a  strange  command, — 
namely  that  when  the  hour  came  for  the  gradual 
declaration  of  the  Secret  of  His  Doctrine,  we 
should  entrust  it  in  the  first  place  to  the  hands 
of  one  who  should  be  young, — in  the  world, 
yet  not  of  it, — simple  as  a  child,  yet  wise  with 
the  wisdom  of  faith, — of  little  or  no  estimation 
among  men, — and  who  should  have  the  distinc- 
tive quality  of  loving  nothing  in  earth  or 
Heaven  more  dearly  than  His  Name  and 
Honour.  For  this  unique  being  we  have 
searched  and  are  searching  still, — we  can  find 
many  who  are  young  and  both  wise  and  inno- 
cent,— but  alas ! — one  who  loves  the  unseen 
Christ    actually  more  than  all   things, — this  is 
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indeed  a  perplexity !  I  have  fancied  of  late  that 
I  have  discovered  in  my  own  circle, — that  is, 
among  those  who  have  been  drawn  to  study 
God  and  Nature  according  to  my  views, — one 
■who  makes  swift  and  steady  progress  in  the 
higher  sciences,  and  who,  so  far  as  I  have  been 
able  to  trace,  really  loves  our  Master  with 
singular  adoration  above  all  joys  of  earth  and 
hopes  of  Heaven  ; — but  I  cannot  be  sure — and 
there  are  many  tests  and  trials  to  be  gone 
through,  before  we  dare  bid  this  little  human 
lamp  of  love  shine  forth  upon  the  raging 
storm." 

He  was  silent  a  moment, — then  went  on  in  a 
low  tone  as  though  speaking  to  himself — 

"  When  the  7necha7iism  of  this  Universe  is 
explained  in  such  wise  that  no  discovery  of 
Science  can  ever  disprove,  btd  must  rather  support 
it,  .  .  when  the  Essence  of  the  Immortal  Soul  in 
Man  is  described  in  clear  and  concise  language, 
— and  when  the  marvellous  action  of  Spirit  on 
Matter  is  shown  to  be  actttally  existent  and  never 
idle, — then  if  the  world  still  doubts  and  denies 
God,  it  will  only  have  itself  to  blame ! — But 
to  you  " — and  he  resumed  his  ordinary  tone — 
"all  things,  through  your  Angel's  love,  are 
made  more  or  less  plain, — and  I  have  told  you 
the  history  of  our  Fraternity,  merely  that  you 
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may  understand  how  it  is  we  know  so  much 
that  the  outer  world  is  ignorant  of.  There  are 
very  few  of  us  left  now-a-days, — only  a  dozen 
Brotherhoods  scattered  far  apart  on  different 
portions  of  the  earth,  but  such  as  we  are,  we 
are  all  imited, — and  have  never,  through  these 
eighteen  hundred  years,  had  a  shade  of  dif- 
ference in  opinion  concerning  the  Divinity  of 
Christ.  Through  Him  we  have  learned  true 
Spiritualism,  and  all  the  miraculous  power 
which  is  the  result  of  it, — and  as  there  is  a  great 
deal  of  false  spiritualism  rampant  just  now,  I 
may  as  well  give  you  a  few^  hints  whereby  you 
may  distinguish  it  at  once. — Imprimis:  if  a 
so-called  Spiritualist  tells  you  that  he  can  sum- 
mon spirits  who  will  remove  tables  and  chairs, 
write  letters,  play  the  piano,  and  rap  on  the 
walls,  he  is  a  charlatan.  For  Spirits  can  touch 
nothing  corporeal  unless  they  take  corporeal 
shape  for  the  moment,  as  in  the  case  of  your 
angelic  Edris.  But  in  this  condition,  they  are 
only  seen  by  the  07ie  person  whom  they  visit, — 
never  by  several  persons  at  once — remember 
that !  Nor  can  they  keep  their  corporeal  state 
long, — except,  by  their  express  wish  and  will, 
they  should  seek  to  enter  absolutely  into  the 
life  of  humanity,  which  I  must  tell  you,  has  been 
done,  but  so  seldom,  that  in  all  the  history  of 

VOL.  III.  289  64 


ARDATH. 

Christian  Spirituality  there  are  only  about 
four  examples.  Here  are  six  tests  for  all  the 
'  spiritualists  '  you  may  chance  to  meet ; — 

''First.  Do  they  serve  themselves  more 
than  others  ?  If  so,  they  are  entirely  lacking 
in  spiritual  attributes. 

''  Secondly.  Will  they  take  money  for  their 
professed  knowledge  ?  If  so  they  condemn 
themselves  as  paid  tricksters. 

''  Thirdly.  Are  they  men  and  women  of 
common-place  and  thoroughly  material  life  ? — 
Then,  it  is  plain  they  cannot  influence  others  to 
strive  for  a  higher  existence. 

''  Fourthly.  Do  they  love  notoriety  ? — If  they 
do,  the  gates  of  the  unseen  world  are  shut  upon 
them. 

''Fifthly.  Do  they  disagree  among  them- 
selves, and  speak  against  one  another  ?  If  so, 
they  contradict  by  their  own  behaviour  all  the 
laws  of  spiritual  force  and  harmony. 

"  Sixthly  and  lastly, — Do  they  reject  Christ  ? 
If  they  do,  they  know  nothing  whatever  about 
Spiritualism,  there  being  none  without  Him. 
Again,  when  you  observe  professing  psychists 
living  in  any  eccentric  way,  so  as  to  cause  their 
trifling  everyday  actions  to  be  remarked  and 
commented  upon,  you  may  be  sure  the  real 
power  is  not  in  them, — as  for  instance  people 
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who  become  vegetarians  because  they  imagine 
that  by  so  doing  they  will  see  spirits, — people 
who  adopt  a  singular  mode  of  dress  in  order  to 
appear  different  from  their  fellow-creatures, — 
people  who  are  lachrymose,  dissatisfied,  or  in 
any  way  morbid.  Never  forget  that  true 
Spiritualism  engenders  health  of  body  and  mind, 
— serenity  and  brightness  of  aspect, — cheerful- 
ness, and  perfect  contentment, — and  that  its 
influence  on  those  who  are  brought  within  its 
radius  Is  distinctly  marked  and  beneficial.  The 
chief  characteristic  of  a  true,  that  Is,  Christian 
spiritualist  is,  that  he  or  she  cannot  be  shaken 
from  faith,  or  thrown  Into  despair  by  any  earthly 
misfortune  whatsoever.  And  while  on  this 
subject  I  will  show  you  where  the  existing  forms 
of  Christianity  depart  from  the  teachings  of 
Christ :  first.  In  lack  of  self  abnegation, — se- 
condly In  lack  of  tmity, — thirdly  in  falling  to 
prove  to  the  multitude  that  Death  Is  not 
Destruction  but  simply  Change.  Nothing  really 
dies  ;  and  the  priests  should  make  use  of  Science 
to  illustrate  this  fact  to  the  people.  Each  of 
these  virtues  has  Its^MIracle-EfTect ; — Unity  Is 
strength  ; — Self-abnegation  attracts  the  Divine 
Influences, — and  Death,  viewed  as  a  glorious 
transformation,  which  it  is, — inspires  the  soul 
with    a    sense    of    laro^er  life.     Sects    are    tin- 
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christian, — there  should  be  only  one  vast  ttnited 
Church  for  all  the  Christian  world  ; — a  Church, 
whose  pure  doctrine  should  include  all  the  hints 
received  from  Nature  and  the  scientific  working 
of  the  Universe, — the  marvels  of  the  stars  and 
the  planetary  systems, — the  wonders  of  plants 
and  minerals, — the  magic  of  light  and  colour 
and  music  ; — and  the  true  miracles  of  Spirit 
and  Matter  should  be  inquired  into  reverently, 
prayerfully  and  always  with  the  deepest  humi- 
lity ;  while  the  first  act  of  worship  performed 
every  holy  Morn  and  Eve  should  be  Gratitude  ! 
Gratitude — gratitude  !  Aye,  even  for  a  sorrow 
we  should  be  thankful, — it  may  conceal  a  bless- 
ing we  wot  not  of!  For  sight,  for  sense,  for 
touch,  for  the  natural  beauty  of  this  present 
world, — for  the  smile  on  a  face  we  love — for  the 
dignity  and  responsibility  of  our  hves,  and  the 
immortality  with  which  we  are  endowed, — O 
my  friend ! — would  that  every  breath  we  drew 
could  in  some  way  express  to  the  All-Loving 
Creator  our  adoring  recognition  of  His  count- 
less benefits !  " 

Carried  away  by  his  inward  fervour,  his  eyes 
flashed  with  extraordinary  brilliancy, — his  coun- 
tenance was  grand,  inspired  and  beautiful, — and 
Alwyn  gazed  at  him  in  wondering,  fascinated 
silence.   Here  was  a  man  who  had  indeed  made 
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the  best  of  his  manhood  ! — what  a  life  was  his  ! 
how  satisfying  and  serene  !  Master  of  himself, 
he  was,  as  it  were,  master  of  the  world, — all 
Nature  ministered  to  him, — and  the  pageant  of 
passing  history  was  as  a  mere  brilliant  picture 
painted  for  his  instruction, — a  picture  on  which 
he,  looking,  learnt  all  that  it  was  needful  for  him 
to  know.  And,  concerning  this  mystic  Brother- 
hood of  the  Cross  and  Star,  what  treasures  of 
wisdom  they  must  have  secreted  in  their  chro- 
nicles through  so  many  thousands  of  years ! — 
what  a  privilege  it  would  be  to  explore  such 
world-forgotten  tracks  of  time !  Yielding  to 
a  sudden  impulse,  Alwyn  spoke  his  thought 
aloud  ; 

"  Heliobas  " — he  said,  ''  tell  me,  could  not  I 
too,  become  a  member  of  your  Fraternity  ? '' 

Heliobas  smiled  kindly.  "  You  could,  as- 
suredly" — he  replied — "If  you  chose  to  submit 
to  fifteen  years'  severe  trial  and  study.  But  I 
think  a  different  sphere  of  duty  is  designed  for 
you.  Wait  and  see  !  The  rules  of  our  Order 
forbid  the  disclosure  of  knowledge  attained, 
save  through  the  medium  of  others  not  con- 
nected with  us  ; — and  we  may  not  write  out 
our  discoveries  for  open  publication.  Such  a 
vow  would  be  the  death-blow  to  your  poetical 
labours, — and  the  command  your  Angel  gave 
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you  points  distinctly  to  a  life  lived  in  the  world 
of  men, — not  out  of  It." 

"  But  you  yourself  are  in  the  world  of  men  at 
this  moment  " — argued  Alwyn — '^  And  you  are 
free  ;  did  you  not  tell  me  you  were  bound  for 
Mexico  ?  '^ 

''  Does  going  to  Mexico  constitute  liberty  ?  " 
laughed  Heliobas — "  I  assure  you  I  am  closely 
constrained  by  my  vows  wherever  I  am, — as 
closely  as  though  I  were  shut  In  our  turret 
among  the  heights  of  Caucasus  !  I  am  going 
to  Mexico,  solely  to  receive  some  manuscripts 
from  one  of  our  brethren  who  is  dying  there. 
He  has  lived  as  a  recluse,  like  Elzear  of 
Melyana, — and  to  him  have  been  confided 
certain  important  chronicles,  which  must  be 
taken  Into  trustworthy  hands  for  preservation. 
Such  Is  the  object  of  my  journey.  But  now 
tell  me,  have  you  thoroughly  understood  all  I 
have  said  to  you  ?  " 

"  Perfectly  !  "  rejoined  Alwyn — "  My  way 
seems  very  clear  before  me, — a  happy  way 
enough  too,  If  It  were  not  quite  so  lonely  !  " 
And  he  sighed  a  little. 

Heliobas  rose  and  laid  one  hand  kindly  on 
his  shoulder. 

''  Courage  !  "...  he  said  softly — "  Bear  with 
the  loneliness  a  while, — it  may  not  last  long  I " 
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A  slight  thrill  ran  through  Alwyn's  nerves, — 
he  felt  as  though  he  were  on  the  giddy  verge 
of  some  great  and  unexpected  joy, — his  heart 
beat  quickly  and  his  eyes  grew  dim.  Mastering 
the  strange  emotion  with  an  effort,  he  was 
reluctantly  beginning  to  think  it  was  time  to 
take  his  leave,  when  Heliobas  who  had  been 
watching  him  intently,  spoke  in  a  cheerful 
friendly  tone  : — 

''  Now  that  we  have  had  our  serious  talk  out, 
Mr.  Alwyn,  suppose  you  come  with  me  and 
hear  the  Ange- Demon  of  music  at  St.  James's 
Hall  1  Will  you  ?  He  can  bestow  upon  you  a 
perfect  benediction  of  sweet  sound, — a  bene- 
diction not  to  be  despised  in  this  work-a-day 
world  of  clamour, — and  out  of  all  the  exquisite 
symbols  of  Heaven  offered  to  us  on  earth, 
Music  I  think  is  the  grandest  and  best." 

"  I  will  go  with  you  wherever  you  please  " 
replied  Alwyn,  glad  of  any  excuse  that  gave  him 
more  of  the  attractive  Chaldean's  company, — 
''  But  what  Ange-Demon  are  you  speaking 
of?" 

"  Sarasate, — or  '  Sarah  Sayty  '  as  some  of 
the  dear  Britishers  call  him  —  "  laughed 
Heliobas,  putting  on  his  overcoat  as  he 
spoke,  *'  The  '  Spanish  fiddler '  as  the  crabbed 
musical  critics  define   him   when  they  want  to 
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be  contemptuous,  which  they  do  pretty  often. 
These  together  with  the  literary  '  oracles,'  have 
their  special  cliques, — their  little  chalked-out 
circles,  in  which  they,  like  tranced  geese  stand 
cackling,  unable  to  move  beyond  the  marked 
narrow  limit.  As  there  are  fools  to  be  found 
who  have  the  ignorance  as  well  as  the  effrontery 
to  declare  that  the  obfuscated,  ill-expressed  and 
ephemeral  productions  of  Browning  are  equal, 
if  not  superior  to  the  clear,  majestic,  matchless 
and  immortal  utterances  of  Shakespeare, — ye 
gods !    the    force    of  asinine    braying  can    no 

further  go  than  this ! even  so  there  are 

similar  fools  who  say  that  the  cold,  correct, 
student-like  playing  of  Joachim  is  superior  to 
that  of  Sarasate.  But  come  and  judge  for 
yourself, — if  you  have  never  heard  him,  it  will 
be  a  sort  of  musical  revelation  to  you, — he  is 
not  so  much  a  violinist  as  a  human  violin  played 
by  some  invisible  sprite  of  song.  London 
listens  to  him,  but  doesn't  know  quite  what  to 
make  of  him, — he  is  a  riddle  that  only  poets 
can  read.  If  we  start  now,  we  shall  be  just 
in  time, — I  have  two  stalls.     Shall  we  go  ?  " 

Alwyn  needed  no  second  invitation, — he  was 
passionately  fond  of  music, — his  interest  was 
aroused,  his  curiosity  excited,  —  moreover, 
whatever  the  fine  taste  of  Heliobas  pronounced 
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as  good,  must,  he  felt  sure,  be  super- excellent. 
In  a  few  minutes  they  had  left  the  hotel  to- 
gether, and  were  walking  briskly  towards 
Piccadilly,  their  singularly  handsome  faces  and 
stately  figures  causing  many  a  passer-by  to 
glance  after  them  admiringly,  and  murmur 
sotto-voce  "  Splendid-looking  fellows  !  .  .  not 
English  !  "  For  though  Englishmen  are 
second  to  none  in  mere  muscular  strength  and 
symmetry  of  form,  it  is  a  fact  worth  noting, 
that  if  any  one  possessing  poetic  distinction  of 
look,  or  picturesque  and  animated  grace  of 
bearing,  be  seen  suddenly  among  the  more  or 
less  monotonously  uniform  crowd  in  the  streets 
of  London,  he  or  she  is  pretty  sure  to  be  set 
down  rightly  or  wrongly,  as  ''  7iot  English."  Is 
not  this  rather  a  pity  ? — for  England  ! 
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When  they  entered  the  Concert-hall,  the 
orchestra  had  already  begun  the  programme 
of  the  day  with  Mendelssohn's  ''Italian" 
Symphony.  The  house  was  crowded  to  ex- 
cess ; — numbers  of  people  were  standing,  ap- 
parently willing  to  endure  a  whole  afternoon's 
fatigue  rather  than  miss  hearing  the  Orpheus 
of  Andalusia, — the  ''  Endymion  out  of  Spain" 
as  one  of  our  latest  and  best  poets  has  aptly 
called  him.  Only  a  languidly  tolerant  interest 
was  shown  in  the  orchestral  performance, — the 
'  Italian  '  Symphony  is  not  a  really  great  or 
suggestive  work,  and  this  is  probably  the 
reason  why  it  so  often  fails  to  arouse  popular 
enthusiasm.  For  be  it  understood  by  the 
critical  elect,  that  the  heart-whole  appreciation 
of  the  million  is  by  no   means   so    '  vulgar '    as 
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it  is  frequently  considered, — it  is  the  impulsive 
response  of  those,  who  not  being  bound  hand 
and  foot  by  any  special  fetters  of  thought  or 
prejudice,  express  what  they  instinctively  feel 
to  be  true.  You  cannot  force  these  '  vulo^ar ' 
by  any  amount  of  "  societies"  to  adopt  Brown- 
ing as  a  household  god, — but  they  will  appro- 
priate Shakespeare  and  glory  in  him  too,  with- 
out any  one's  compulsion.  If  authors,  painters, 
and  musicians  would  probe  more  earnestly  than 
they  do  to  the  core  of  this  instinctive  higher 
aspiration  of  peoples,  it  would  be  all  the  better 
for  their  future  fame.  For  each  human  unit  in 
a  nation  has  its  great,  as  well  as  base  passions, — 
and  it  is  the  clear  duty  of  all  the  votaries  of 
a.rt  to  appeal  to  and  support  the  noblest  side 
of  nature  only — ,moreover  to  do  so,  with  a 
simple,  unforced,  yet  graphic  eloquence  of  mean- 
ing that  can  be  grasped  equally  and  at  once, 
by  both  the  humble  and  exalted. 

''  It  is  not  in  the  least  Italian  " — said  Helio- 
bas,  alluding  to  the  Symphony  when  it  was 
concluded,  and  the  buzz  of  conversation  surged 
through  the  hall  like  the  noise  that  might  be 
made  by  thousands  of  swarming  bees, — ''  There 
is  not  a  breath  of  Italian  air  or  a  glimpse  of 
Italian  light  about  it.  The  dreamy  warmth  of 
the  South, — the  radiant  colour  that  lies  all  day 
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and  all  night  on  the  lakes  and  mountains  of 
Dante's  land, — the  fragrance  of  flowers  .  .  the 
snatches  of  peasants'  and  fishermen's  songs — 
the  tunefulness  of  nightingales  In  the  moon- 
light,— the  tinkle  of  passing  mandolines, — all 
these  things  should  be  hinted  at  In  an  '  Italian' 
Symphony — and  all  these  are  lacking.  Mendels- 
sohn tried  to  do  what  was  not  In  him, — I  do 
not  believe  the  half-phlegmatic,  half-philosophi- 
cal nature  of  a  German  could  ever  understand 
the  Impetuously  passionate  soul  of  Italy." 

As  he  spoke,  a  fair  girl  with  grey  eyes  that 
were  almost  black,  glanced  round  at  him  in- 
quiringly,— a  faint  blush  flitted  over  her  cheeks, 
and  she  seemed  about  to  speak,  but  as  though 
restrained  by  timidity,  she  looked  away  again, 
and  said  nothino;.      Heliobas  smiled. 

"  That  pretty  child  is  Italian — "  he  whispered 
to  Alwyn — '*  Patriotism  sparkled  In  those  bright 
eyes  of  hers — love  for  the  land  of  lilies  from 
which  she  is  at  present  one  transplanted ! " 

Alwyn  smiled  also,  assentingly,  and  thought 
how  gracious,  kindly  and  gentle  was  the  look 
and  voice  of  the  speaker.  He  found  It  difficult 
to  realize  that  this  man  who  now  sat  beside 
him  in  the  stalls  of  a  fashionable  London  concert- 
room,  was  precisely  the  same  one,  who,  clad  in 
the  long  flowing  white  robes  of  his  Order,  had 


THE  WIZARD  OF   THE  BOW. 

Stood  before  the  Altar  in  the  chapel  at  Dariel, 
a  stately  embodiment  of  evangelical  authority, 
intoning  the  Seven  Glorias  !  It  seemed  strange 
and  yet  not  strange, — for  Heliobas  was  a  person- 
age who  might  be  imagined  anywhere, — by  the 
bedside  of  a  dying  child,  among  the  parliaments 
of  the  learned,  in  the  most  brilliant  social  as- 
semblies, at  the  head  of  a  church  ; — anything  he 
chose  to  do,  would  equally  become  him,  inasmuch 
as  it  was  utterly  impossible  to  depict  him  en- 
gaged in  otherwise  than  good  and  noble  deeds. 
At  that  moment  a  tumultuous  clamour  of  ap- 
plause broke  out  on  all  sides, — applause  that 
was  joined  in  by  the  members  of  the  orchestra 
as  well  as  the  audience, — a  figure  emerged  from 
a  side-door  on  the  left  and  ascended  the  plat- 
form— a  slight  agile  creature  with  rough  dark 
hair  and  eager  passionate  eyes, — no  other  than 
the  hero  of  the  occasion,  Sarasate  himself. 
Sarasate  e  il  suo  Violmo  ! — there  they  were, 
the  two  companions  ; — master  and  servant — 
king  and  subject.  The  one,  a  lithe,  active-look- 
ing man  of  handsome,  somewhat  serious  coun- 
tenance and  absorbed  expression, — the  other  a 
mere  frame  of  wood  with  four  strings  deftly 
knotted  across  it,  in  which  cunningly  contrived 
little  bit  of  mechanism  was  imprisoned  the 
intangible  yet  living  Spirit  of  Sound.     A  mir- 

301 


ARDATH. 

acle  in  its  way ! — that,  out  of  such  common 
and  even  vile  materials  as  wood,  catgut  and 
horsehair,  the  divinest  music  can  be  drawn 
forth  by  the  hand  of  the  master  who  knows 
how  to  use  these  rough  implements !  Sug- 
gestive too,  is  it  not  my  friends  ? — for  if  man 
can  by  his  own  poor  skill  and  limited  intel- 
ligence so  invoke  spiritual  melody  by  material 
means, — shall  not  God  contrive  some  wondrous 
tunefulness  for  Himself  even  out  of  our  com- 
mon earthly  discord  ?  .  .  .  .  Hush  ! —  A  sound, 
sweet  and  far  as  the  chime  of  angelic  bells  in 
some  vast  sky-tower,  rang  clearly  through  the 
hall  over  the  heads  of  the  now  hushed  and 
attentive  audience — and  Alwyn  hearing  the 
penetrating  silveriness  of  those  first  notes  that 
fell  from  Sarasate's  bow,  gave  a  -quick  sigh 
of  amazement,  and  ecstasy, — such  marvellous 
purity  of  tone  was  intoxicating  to  his  senses 
and  set  his  nerves  quivering  for  sheer  delight 
in  sympathetic  tune.  He  glanced  at  the  pro- 
gramme,— "Concerto — Beethoven."  and  swift 
as  a  flash  there  came  to  his  mind  some  lines 
he  had  lately  read  and  learned  to  love  : — 

"//  was  the  Kaiser  of  the  Land  of  Song 
The  giant  singer  who  did  storm  the  gates 
Of  Heaven  and  Hell — a  ma?i  to  ivhom  the  Fates 
Were  fierce  as  furies, — a?id  who  suffered  wrong 
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And  ached  and  bore  it,  and  was  brave  and  strong 
And  grand  as  ocean  when  its  rage  abates." 

Beethoven  !  .  .  Musical  fulness  of  divine  light ! 
how  the  glorious  nightingale-notes  of  his  un- 
worded  poesy  came  dropping  through  the  air 
like  pearls,  rolling  off  the  magic  wand  of  the 
Violin-Wizard,  whose  delicate  dark  face  now 
slightly  flushed  with  the  glow  of  inspiration, 
seemed  to  reflect  by  its  very  expression  the  vari- 
ous phases  of  the  mighty  composer's  thought ! 
Alwyn  half  closed  his  eyes  and  listened  en- 
tranced, allowing  his  soul  to  drift  like  an  oarless 
boat  on  the  sweeping  waves  of  the  music's  will. 
He  was  under  the  supreme  sway  of  two  Em- 
perors of  Art,  . .  Beethoven  and  Sarasate, — and 
he  was  content  to  follow  such  leaders    throup-h 

o 

whatever  sweet  tangles  and  tall  growths  of 
melody  they  might  devise  for  his  wandering. 
At  one  mad  passage  of  dancing  semitones  he 
started, — it  was  as  though  a  sudden  wind 
dreaming  an  enraged  dream,  had  leaped  up  to 
shake  tall  trees  to  and  fro, — and  the  Pass  of 
Dariel  >vith  its  frozen  mountain-peaks,  its  tot- 
tering pines  and  howling  hurricanes  loomed 
back  upon  his  imagination  as  he  had  seen  it 
first  on  the  night  he  had  arrived  at  the  Mon- 
astery— ,but  soon  these  wild  notes  sank  and 
slept  again  in  the  dulcet  harmony  of  an  Adagio 
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softer  than  a  lover's  song  at  midnight.  Many 
strange  suggestions  began  to  glimmer  ghost- 
like through  this  same  Adagio, — the  fair  dead 
face  of  Niphrata  flitted  past  him,  as  a  wan- 
dering moonbeam  flits  athwart  a  cloud, — then 
came  flashing  reflections  of  light  and  colour, — 
the  bewildering  dazzlement  of  Lysia's  beauty 
shone  before  the  eyes  of  his  memory  with  a 
blinding  lustre  as  of  flame,  .  .  the  phantasmagoria 
of  the  city  of  Al-Kyris  seemed  to  float  in  the 
air  like  a  faintly-discovered  mirage  ascending 
from  the  sea, — again  he  saw  its  picturesque 
streets,  its  domes  and  bell-towers,  its  courts  and 
gardens  .  .  agam  he  heard  the  dreamy  melody 
of  the  dance  that  had  followed  the  death  of 
Nir-jalis,  and  saw  the  cruel  Lysia's  wondrous 
garden  lying  white  in  the  radiance  of  the 
moon ;  anon  he  beheld  the  great  Square  with  its 
fallen  Obelisk  and  the  prostrate  lifeless  form  of 
the  Prophet  Khosrul .  .  and  .  .  O  most  sad 
and  dear  remembrance  of  all ! .  .  the  cherished 
Shadow  of  Himself,  the  brilliant,  the  joyous 
Sah-luma  appeared  to  beckon  him  from  the 
other  side  of  some  vast  gulf  of  mist  and  dark- 
ness, with  a  smile  that  was  sorrowful  yet  per- 
suasive ;  a  smile  that  seemed  to  say — ''O  friend, 
why  hast  thou  left  me  as  though  I  were  a  dead 
thing  and   imworthy   of  regard? — Lo^  I  have 
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never  died, — /  am  here,  aii  abandoned  part  of 
Thee,  ready  to  become  thine  uiseparable  com- 
rade once  more  if  thou  make  but  the  slightest 
sign  ! " — Then  It  seemed  as  though  voices 
whispered  In  his  ear — ''  Sah-luma  ! — beloved 
Sah-lilma!'' — and  ''  Theos  I — Theos,  my  be- 
loved!'''— till  moved  by  a  vague  tremor  of 
anxiety,  he  lifted  his  drooping  eyelids  and 
gazed  full  In  a  sort  of  half-Incredulous  half- 
reproachful  amaze  at  the  musical  necromancer 
who  had  conjured  up  all  these  apparitions, — 
what  did  this  wonderful  Sarasate  know  of  his 
Past? 

Nothing   indeed, — he    had   ceased,   and    was 
gravely   bowing  to  the  audience  In  response  to 
the  thunder  of    applause,    that,  like   a    sudden 
whirlwind,  seemed  to  shake  the  building.    But  he 
had  not  quite  finished  his  incantations, — the  last 
part  of  the  Concerto  was  yet  to  come, — and  as 
soon  as  the  hubbub  of  excitement  had  calmed 
down,  he  dashed  into  It  with  the  delicious  speed 
and  joy  of  a  lark   soaring    Into  the    springtide 
air.     And  now  on  all  sides  what  clear  showers 
and  sparkling  coruscations  of  melody  ! — what  a 
broad  blue  sky  above  ! — what  a  fair  green  earth 
below ! — how  warm    and  odorous  this  radiating 
space,  made  resonant  with  the  ring  of  sweet  bird- 
harmonies  ! — wild   trills    of  ecstasy   and    lover- 
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like  tenderness, — snatches  of  song  caught  up 
from  the  flower-filled  meadows  and  set  to  float 
in  echoing  liberty  through  the  azure  dome  of 
heaven  ! — and  in  all,  and  above  all,  the  light 
and  heat  and  lustre  of  the  unclouded  sun ! — 
Here  there  was  no  dreaming  possible,  . .  nothing 
but  glad  life,  glad  youth,  glad  love  !  With  an 
ambrosial  rush  of  tune  like  the  lark  descending, 
the  dancine  bow  cast  forth  the  final  chord  from 
the  violin  as  though  it  were  a  diamond  flung 
from  the  hand  of  a  king,  a  flawless  jewel  of 
pure  sound, — and  the  Minstrel-monarch  of  An- 
dalusia, serenely  saluting  the  now  wildly  enthu- 
siastic audience,  left  the  platform.  But  he  was 
not  allowed  to  escape  so  soon, — again  and 
again  and  yet  again  the  enormous  crowd  sum- 
moned him  before  them,  for  the  mere  satisfaction 
of  looking  at  his  slight  figure,  his  dark  poetic 
face,  and  soft,  half  passionate,  half  melancholy 
eyes,  as  though  anxious  to  convince  themselves 
that  he  was  indeed  human,  and  not  a  super- 
natural being  as  his  marvellous  genius  seemed 
to  indicate.  When  at  last  he  had  retired  for  a 
breathing- while,  Heliobas  turned  to  Alwyn  with 
the  question — 

"  What  do  you  think  of  him  ?  " — 
''Think    of    him!"    echoed    Alwyn— "Why 
what    can    one   think, — what   can   one   say   of 
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such  an  artist ! — He  Is  like  a  grand  sunrise, — 
baffling  all  description  and  all  criticism ! " 

Hellobas  smiled, — there  was  a  little  touch  of 
satire  in  his  smile. 

''  Do  you  see  that  gentleman  ?  "  he  said  in  a 
low  tone,  pointing  out  by  a  gesture,  a  pale  flabby- 
looking  young  man  who  was  lounging  lan- 
guidly in  a  stall  not  very  far  from  where  they 
themselves  sat, — ''  He  is  the  musical  critic  for 
one  of  the  leading  London  daily  papers.  He 
has  not  stirred  an  inch,  or  moved  an  eyelash 
during  Sarasate's  performance, — and  the  violent 
applause  of  the  audience  was  manifestly  dis- 
tasteful to  him  !  He  has  merely  written  one 
line  down  in  his  note-book, — it  is  most  probably 
to  the  effect  that  the  '  Spanish  fiddler  met 
with  his  usual  success  at  the  hands  of  the 
undiscriminating  public  ! '  " 

Alwyn  laughed.  "  Not  possible  I  " — and  he 
eyed  the  Impassive  individual  in  question  with 
a  certain  compassionate  amusement, — ''Why,  if 
he  cannot  admire  such  a  magnificent  artist  as 
Sarasate,  what  Is  there  in  all  the  world  that 
wi/l  rouse  his  admiration  ?  " 

''Nothing!" — rejoined  Hellobas,  his  eyes 
twinkling  humorously  as  he  spoke — "  Nothing, 
— unless  it  be  his  own  perspicuity  !  N't/  ad77izra7-i 
is  the  critic's  motto.      The  modern  '  Zabastes  ' 

307  65-2 


ARDATH. 

must  always  be  careful  to  impress  his  readers 
in  the  first  place  with  his  personal  superiority 
to  all  men  and  all  things, — and  the  musical 
Oracle  yonder  will  no  doubt  be  clever  enough 
to  make  his  report  of  Sarasate  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  suggest  the  idea  that  he  could 
play  the  violin  much  better  himself,  if  he  only 
cared  to  try  !  " 

"  Ass  !  "  said  Alwyn  under  his  breath — "  One 
would  like  to  shake  him  out  of  his  absurd  self- 
complacency  !  " 

Heliobas  shrugged  his  shoulders  express- 
ively— 

"My  dear  fellow,  he  would  only  bray  ! — and 
the  braying  of  an  ass  is  not  euphonious  !  No  ! — 
you  might  as  well  shake  a  dry  clothes-prop 
and  expect  it  to  blossom  into  fruit  and  flower 
as  argue  with  a  musical  critic,  and  expect  him 
to  be  enthusiastic  !  The  worst  of  it  is,  these 
men  are  not  really  musical, — they  perhaps  know 
a  little  of  the  grammar  and  technique  of  the 
thing,  but  they  cannot  understand  its  full  elo- 
quence. In  the  presence  of  a  genius  like  Pablo 
de  Sarasate  they  are  more  or  less  perplexed, — 
it  is  as  though  you  asked  them  to  describe  in 
set  cold  terms  the  counterpoint  and  thorough- 
bass of  the  wind's  symphony  to  the  trees, — the 
p-reat  ocean's  sonata  to  the  shore,  or  the  deli- 
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cate  madrigals  sung  almost  inaudibly  by  little 
bell-blossoms  to  the  tinkling  fall  of  April  rain. 
The  man  is  too  great  for  them — he  Is  a  blazing 
star  that  dazzles  and  confounds  their  sight — 
and  after  the  manner  of  their  craft,  they  abuse 
what  they  can't  understand.  Music  is  dis- 
tinctly the  language  of  the  emotions, — and  they 
have  no  emotion.  They  therefore  generally 
prefer  Joachim, — the  good  stolid  Joachim  who 
so  delights  all  the  dreary  old  spinsters  and 
dowagers  who  nod  over  their  knitting-needles 
at  the  '  Monday  Popular  '  concerts,  and  fancy 
themselves  lovers  of  the  '  classical '  in  music. 
Sarasate  appeals  to  those  who  have  loved,  and 
thought  and  suffered — those  who  have  climbed 
the  heights  of  passion  and  wrung  out  the 
depths  of  pain, — and  therefore  the /^6|/>/^  taken 
en  masse  as  for  Instance  in  this  crowded  hall, 
instinctively  respond  to  his  magic  touch.  And 
why  ? — Because  the  greater  majority  of  human 
beings  are  full  of  the  deepest  and  most  passion- 
ate feelings,  not  as  yet  having  been  '  educated ' 
out  of  them'! " 

Here  the  orchestra  commenced  Liszt's  'Pre- 
ludes ' — and  all  conversation  ceased.  Afterwards 
Sarasate  came  again  to  bestow  upon  his  eager 
admirers  another  saving  grace  of  sound  In  the 
shape    of    the    famous    Mendelssohn    Concerto ^ 
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which  he  performed  with  such  fiery  ardour, 
tenderness,  purity  of  tone,  and  marvellous  exe- 
cution that  many  listeners  held  their  breath 
for  sheer  amazement  and  delighted  awe.  Any- 
thing approaching  the  beauty  of  his  rendering 
of  the  final  '  Allegro '  Alwyn  had  never  heard, — 
and  indeed  it  is  probable  none  zuill  ever  hear  a 
more  poetical,  more  exquisite  singing  of  thought 
than  this  matchless  example  of  Sarasate's  genius 
and  power.  Who  would  not  warm  to  the  bright- 
ness and  delicacy  of  those  delicious  rippling 
tones  that  seem  to  leap  from  the  strings  alive 
like  sparks  of  fire — the  dainty  tripping  ease  of 
the  arpeggi  that  float  from  the  bow  with  the 
grace  of  rainbow  bubbles  blown  forth  upon  the 
air, — the  brilliant  runs  that  glide  and  glitter 
up  and  down  like  chattering  brooks  sparkling 
among  violets  and  meadow-sweet,  .  .  the  lovely 
softer  notes,  that  here  and  there  sigh  between 
the  varied  harmonies  with  the  dreamy  passion 
of  lovers  who  part,  only  to  meet  again  in  a  rush 
of  eager  joy ! — Alwyn  sat  absorbed  and  spell- 
bound ;  he  forgot  the  passing  of  time, — he  for- 
got even  the  presence  of  Heliobas, — he  could 
only  listen,  and  gratefully  drink  in  every  drop 
of  sweetness  that  was  so  lavishly  poured  upon 
him  from  such  a  glorious  sky  of  sunlit  sound. 
Presently,  towards  the  end  of  the  performance, 
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a  curious  thing  happened.  Sarasate  had  ap- 
peared to  play  the  last  piece  set  down  for  him, 
— a  composition  of  his  own  entitled  '  Zigeuner- 
weiseii.'  A  gipsy  song,  or  medley  of  gipsy  songs, 
it  would  be,  thought  Alwyn,  glancing  at  his  pro- 
gramme,— then,  looking  towards  the  artist  who 
stood  with  lifted  bow  like  another  Prospero, 
prepared  to  summon  forth  the  Ariel  of  music 
at  a  touch,  he  saw  that  the  dark  Spanish  eyes  of 
the  maestro  were  fixed  full  upon  him,  with,  as 
he  then  fancied,  a  strange  penetrating  smile  in 
their  fiery  depths.  One  instant .  . .  and  a  weird 
lament  came  sobbing  from  the  smitten  violin, — 
a  wildly  beautiful  despair  was  wordlessly  pro- 
claimed, . .  a  melody  that  went  straight  to  the 
heart  and  made  it  ache,  and  burn,  and  throb  with 
a  rising  tumultof  unlanguaged  passion  and  desire! 
The  solemn  yet  unfettered  grace  of  its  rhythmic 
respiration  suggested  to  Alwyn  first  darkness, 
— then  twilio^ht — then  the  ofradual  far-Qrlimmer- 
ing  of  a  silvery  dawn, — till  out  of  the  shuddering 
notes  there  seemed  to  grow  up  a  vague,  vast 
and  cool  whiteness,  splendid  and  mystical, — a 
whiteness  that  from  shapeless  fleecy  mist  took 
gradual  form  and  substance,  .  .  .  the  great  con- 
cert-hall with  its  closely-packed  throng  of  people 
appeared  to  fade  away  like  vanishing  smoke, — 
and  lo  ! — before  the  poet's  entranced  gaze,  there 
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rose  up  a  wondrous  vision  of  stately  architectural 
grandeur, — a  vision  of  snowy  columns  and 
lofty  arches,  upon  which  fell  a  shimmering-  play 
of  radiant  colour  fluno-  by  the  beams  of  the  sun 
through  stained  glass  windows  glistening  jewel- 
wise, — a  tremulous  sound  of  voices  floated  aloft 
singing  '' Kyrie  eleison  ! — KyiHe  eleison  ! — ' 
and  the  murmuring  undertone  of  the  organ 
shook  the  still  air  with  deep  vibrations  of  holy 
tune.  Everywhere  peace, — everywhere  purity  ! 
everywhere  that  spacious  whiteness,  flecked 
with  side-gleams  of  royal  purple,  gold  and  ar- 
dent crimson, — and  in  the  midst  of  all, — O 
dearest  tenderness  ! — O  fairest  glory  ! — a  face, 
shining  forth  like  a  star  In  a  cloud  ! — a  face 
dazzlingly  beautiful  and  sweet, — a  golden  head, 
above  which  the  pale  halo  of  a  light  ethereal 
hovered  lovingly  in  a  radiant  ring ! 

''  Edris  !" — The  chaste  name  breathed  itself 
silently  in  Alwyn's  thoughts, — silently  and  yet 
with  all  the  passion  of  a  lover's  prayer ! — 
how  was  it,  he  wondered  dimly,  that  he  saw 
her  thus  distinctly  now, — now,  when  the  violin- 
music  wept  its  wildest  tears, — now  when  love, 
love,  love,  seemed  to  clamour  in  a  tempestuous 
agony  of  appeal  from  the  low  pulsating  melody 
of  the  marvellous  '  Zigeunerweisen  ' — a  melody 
which,  despite    its  name,   had  revealed  to  one 
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listener  at  any  rate,  nothing  concerning  the 
wanderings  of  gipsies  over  forest  and  moor- 
land,— but  on  the  contrary  had  built  up  all  these 
sublime  cathedral  arches,  this  lustrous  light, 
this  exquisite  face  whose  loveliness  was  his  life ! 
How  had  he  found  his  way  into  such  a  dream- 
sanctuary  of  frozen  snow  ? — what  was  his  mis- 
sion there  ? — and  why,  when  the  picture  slowly 
faded,  did  it  still  haunt  his  memory  invitingly, — 
persuasively, — nay,  almost  commandingly  ? 

He  could  not  tell, — but  his  mind  was  entirely 
ravished  and  possessed  by  an  absorbing  impres- 
sion of  white,  sculptured  calm, — and  he  was 
as  startled  as  though  he  had  been  brusquely 
awakened  from  a  deep  sleep,  when  the  loud 
plaudits  of  the  people  made  him  aware  that 
Sarasate  had  finished  his  programme,  and  was 
departing  from  the  scene  of  his  triumphs.  The 
frenzied  shouts  and  encores  however  brought 
him  once  more  before  the  excited  public,  to  play 
a  set  of  Spanish  dances,  fanciful  and  delicate  as 
the  gambolling  of  a  light  breeze  over  rose- 
gardens  and  dashing  fountains, — and  when  this 
wonder-music  ceased,  Alwyn  woke  from  tranced 
rapture  into  enthusiasm,  and  joined  in  the  thun- 
ders of  applause  with  fervent  warmth  and  zeal. 
Eight  several  times  did  the  wearied  but  ever 
affable  maestro  ascend  the  platform  to  bow  and 
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smile  his  graceful  acknowledgments, — till  the 
audience,  satisfied  with  having  thoroughly  em- 
phasized their  hearty  appreciation  of  his  genius 
permitted  him  to  finally  retire.  Then  the  people 
flocked  out  of  the  hall  in  crowds,  talking, 
laughing  and  delightedly  commenting  upon  the 
afternoon's  enjoyment,  the  brief  remarks  ex- 
changed by  two  Americans  who  were  sauntering 
on  immediately  in  front  of  Hellobas  and  Alwyn 
being  perhaps  the  very  pith  and  essence  of  the 
universal  opinion  concerning  the  great  artist 
they  had  just  heard. 

"  I  tell  you  what  he  Is  " — said  one — "  He's  a 
demi-god ! " 

"O  don't  halve  It!"  rejoined  the  other  wit- 
tily— "  He's  the  whole  thing  anyway  !  " 

Once  outside  the  hall  and  in  the  busy  street, 
now  rendered  doubly  brilliant  by  the  deep 
saffron  light  of  a  gloriously-setting  sun,  Hellobas 
prepared  to  take  leave  of  his  somewhat  silent 
and  preoccupied  companion. 

''  I  see  you  are  still  under  the  sway  of  the 
Aiige-Deinoii^' — he  remarked  cheerfully  as  he 
shook  hands — ''  Is  he  not  an  amazing  fellow  ? — 
That  bow  of  his  Is  a  veritable  divining-rod, — 
it   finds  out  the  fountain  of  Elusldls  ^  in  each 

^  A  miraculous  fountain  spoken  of  in  old  chronicles, 
whose  waters  rose  to  the  sound  of  music,  and  the  music 
ceasing,  sank  again. 
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human  heart, — it  has  but  to  pronounce  a  note, 
and  straightway  the  hidden  waters  begin  ta 
bubble.  But  don't  forget  to  read  the  newspaper 
accounts  of  this  concert !  You  will  see  that  the 
critics  will  make  no  allusion  whatever  to  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  audience,  and  that  the  nume- 
rous encores  will  not  even  be  mentioned ! " 

**  That  is  unfair," — said  Alwyn  quickly.  *'  The 
expression  of  the  people's  appreciation  should 
always  be  chronicled." 

"  Of  course ! — but  it  never  is,  unless  it  suits 
the  immediate  taste  of  the  cliques.  Clique-Art, 
clique- Literature,  clique-Criticism,  keep  all  three 
things  on  a  low  ground  that  slopes  daily  more 
and  more  towards  decadence.  And  the  pity  of 
it  is,  that  the  English  get  judged  abroad  chiefly 
by  what  their  own  journalists  say  of  them, — 
thus  if  Sarasate  is  coldly  criticized,  foreigners 
laugh  at  the  '^mmusical  English' — whereas,  the 
fact  is  that  the  nation  itself  is  not  unmusical,  but 
its  musical  critics  mostly  are.  They  are  very 
often  picked  out  of  the  rank  and  file  of  the  dull- 
est Academy  students  and  contrapuntists,  who 
are  incapable  of  understanding  anything  original, 
and  therefore  are  the  persons  most  unfitted  to 
form  a  correct  estimate  of  genius.  However  it 
has  always  been  so,  and  I  suppose  it  always 
will    be    so, — don't   you    remember    that    when 

315 


ARDATH 

Beethoven  began  his  grand  innovations,  a  cer- 
tain critic-ass-ter  wrote  of  him — '  The  absur- 
dity of  his  effort  is  only  equalled  by  the 
hideousness  of  its  result ! '  " 

He  laughed  lightly,  and  once  more  shook 
hands,  while  Alwyn  looking  at  him  wistfully 
said — 

''  I  wonder  when  we  shall  meet  ao^aln  ?  " 

"O  very  soon  I  daresay, — "  he  rejoined  — 
"  The  world  is  a  wonderfully  small  place  after 
all,  as  men  find  when  they  jostle  up  against  each 
other  unexpectedly  in  the  most  unlikely  corners 
of  far  countries.  You  may,  if  you  choose,  corre- 
spond with  me, — and  that  is  a  privilege  I  accord 
to  few  I  assure  you!" — He  smiled,  and  then 
went  on  in  a  more  serious  tone — "  You  are  of 
course  welcome  at  our  monastery  whenever  you 
wish  to  come, — but  take  my  advice, — do  not 
wilfully  step  out  of  the  sphere  in  which  you  are 
placed.  Live  in  society, — it  needs  men  of  your 
stamp  and  intellectual  calibre, — show  it  a  high 
and  consistent  example, — let  no  eccentricity 
mar  your  daily  actions — work  at  your  destiny 
steadily,  cheerfully,  serenely, — and  leave  the 
rest  to  God, — and, — the  angels  !  " 

There  was  a  slight,  tender  inflection  in  his 
voice  as  he  spoke  the  last  words, — and  Alwyn 
gave   him   a  quick   searching  glance.      But  his 
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blue  penetrating  eyes  were  calm  and  steadfast, 
— full  of  their  usual  luminous  softness  and 
pathos,  and  there  was  nothing  expressed  in  them 
but  the  gentlest  friendliness. 

"Well! — I'm  glad  I  may  write  to  you  at 
any  rate" — said  Alwyn  at  last,  reluctantly  releas- 
ing his  hand — ''  It  is  possible  I  may  not  remain 
long  in  London, — I  want  to  finish  my  poem, 
and  it  gets  on  too  slowly  in  the  tumult  of  daily 
life  in  town  " 

'*  Then  will  you  go  abroad  again  ?" — inquired 
Heliobas. 

"  Perhaps.  I  may  visit  Bonn,  where  I  was 
once  a  student  for  a  time.  It  is  a  peaceful,  sleepy 
little  place, — I  shall  probably  complete  my  work 
easily  there.  Moreover,  it  will  be  like  going 
back  to  a  bit  of  my  youth — I  remember  1  first 
began  to  entertain  all  my  dreams  of  poesy  at 
Bonn." 

"  Inspired  by  the  Seven  Mountains  and  the 
Drachenfels  ! — "  laughed  Heliobas,  *'  No  won- 
der you  recalled  the  lost  '  Sah-luma  '  period  in 
the  sight  of  the  entrancing  Rhine !  xA.h,  sir 
Poet,  you  have  had  your  fill  of  fame ! — and  I 
fear  the  plaudits  of  London  will  never  be  like 
those  of  Al-Kyris !  No  monarchs  will  honour 
you  now,  but  rather  despise ! — for  the  kings 
and   queens   of   this   age   prefer    financiers    to 
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Laureates !  Now,  wherever  you  wander  let 
me  hear  of  your  well-being  and  progress  in 
contentment, — when  you  write,  address  to  our 
Dariel  retreat,  for  though  on  my  return  from 
Mexico  I  shall  probably  visit  Lemnos,  my 
letters  will  always  be  forwarded.    Adieu  !  " 

*'  Adieu  ! — ''  and  their  eyes  met.  A  grave 
sweet  smile  brightened  the  Chaldean's  handsome 
features. 

*'  God  remain  with  you  my  friend  ! " — he 
said  in  a  low,  thrillingly  earnest  tone — "  Believe 
me,  you  are  elected  to  a  strangely  happy  fate  ! — 
far  happier  than  you  at  present  know  !  " 

With  these  words  he  turned  and  was  gone, — 
lost  to  sight  in  the  surging  throng  of  passers- 
by, — Alwyn  looked  eagerly  after  him,  but  saw 
him  no  more.  His  tall  figure  had  vanished  as 
utterly  as  any  of  the  phantom  shapes  in  Al- 
Kyrls,  only  that  far  from  being  spectre-like,  he 
had  seemed  more  actually  a  living  personality 
than  any  of  the  people  in  the  streets  who  were 
hurrying  to  and  fro  on  their  various  errands  of 
business  or  pleasure. 

That  same  night  when  Alwyn  related  his 
day's  adventure  to  Villiers,  who  heard  it  with 
the  most  absorbed  interest,  he  was  describing 
the  effect  of  Sarasate's  violin-playing,  when  all 
at   once    he  was  seized   by   the   same    curious 
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overpowering  impression  of  white  lofty  arches, 
stained  windows  and  jewel-like  glimmerings  of 
colour — and  he  suddenly  stopped  short  In  the 
midst  of  his  narrative. 

"  What's  the  matter  ?  "  asked  Villlers,  aston- 
ished— "  Go  on  ! — you  were  saying, — " 

**  That  Sarasate  is  one  of  the  divlnest  of  God's 
wandering  melodies — "  went  on  Alwyn  slowly 
and  with  a  faint  smile —  "  And  that  though 
as  a  rule  musicians  are  forgotten  when  their 
music  ceases,  this  Andalusian  Orpheus  in  Thrace 
will  be  remembered  long  after  his  violin  is  laid 
aside,  and  he  himself  has  journeyed  to  a  sun- 
nier land  than  Spain !  But  I  am  not  master  of 
my  thoughts  to-night  Villlers, — my  Chaldean 
friend  has  perhaps  mesmerized  me — who  knows  ! 
— and  I  have  an  odd  fancy  upon  me, — I  should 
like  to  spend  an  hour  in  some  great  and  beauti- 
ful cathedral,  and  see  the  light  of  the  rising  sun 
flashing  through  the  stained  windows  across 
the  altar  !  " 

''Poet  and  dreamer! — "  laughed  Villlers — 
*'You  can't  gratify  that  whim  in  London; 
there's  no  '  great  and  beautiful '  edifice  of  the 
kind  here, — only  the  unfinished  Oratory,  West- 
minster Abbey  broken  up  into  ugly  pews  and 
vile  monuments,  and  the  repellently  grimy  St. 
Paul's — so  go  to  bed,  old  boy,  and  indulge  your- 
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self  in  some  more  '  visions' — for  I  assure  you 
you'll  never  find  any  reality  come  up  to  your 
ideal  of  things  in  general." 

"  No  ?  " — and  Alwyn  smiled — "  Strange  that 
I  see  it  in  quite  the  reverse  way  !  It  seems  to 
me,  no  ideal  will  ever  come  up  to  the  splendour 
of  reality  !  " 

"  But  remember,"  said  Villiers  quickly — ''your 
reality  is  Heaven, — a  'reality'  that  is  every  one 
else's  myth !  " 

''  True  ! — terribly  true  !  "  .  .  and  Alwyn's  eyes 
darkened  sorrowfully, — ''  Yet  the  world's  myth 
is  the  only  Eternal  Real, — and  for  the  shadows 
of  this  present  Seeming,  we  barter  our  immortal 
Substance  !  " 
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In  the  two  or  three  weeks  that  followed  his 
meeting  with  HeHobas,  Alwyn  made  up  his 
mind  to  leave  London  for  a  while.  He  was 
tired  and  restless, — tired  of  the  routine  society 
more  or  less  imposed  upon  him, — restless  be- 
cause he  had  come  to  a  stand-still  in  his  work 
— an  invisible  barrier  over  which  his  creative 
fancy  was  unable  to  take  its  usual  sweeping 
flight.  He  had  an  idea  of  seeking  some  quiet 
spot  among  mountains,  as  far  remote  as  pos- 
sible from  the  travelling  world  of  men, — a 
peaceful  place,  where  with  the  majestic  silence 
of  Nature  all  about  him,  he  might  plead  in 
lover-like  retirement  with  his  refractory  Muse, 
and  strive  to  coax  her  into  a  sweeter  and  more 
indulgent  humour.  It  was  not  that  thoughts 
were  lacking  to  him, — what  he  complained  of 
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was  the  monotony  of  language  and  the  dif- 
ficulty of  finding  new,  true  and  choice  forms  of 
expression.  A  great  thought  leaps  into  the  brain 
like  a  lightning-flash  ; — there  it  is,  an  indescrib- 
able mystery,  warming  the  soul  and  pervading 
the  intellect, — but  the  proper  expression  of  that 
thought  is  a  matter  of  the  deepest  anxiety  to 
the  true  poet,  who  if  he  be  worthy  of  his 
vocation,  is  bound  not  only  to  proclaim  it  to  the 
world  clearly,  but  also  clad  in  such  a  perfection 
of  wording  that  it  shall  chime  on  men's  ears 
with  a  musical  sound  as  of  purest  golden  bells. 
There  are  very  few  faultless  examples  of  this 
felicitous  utterance  in  English  or  in  any  lite- 
rature,—so  few  indeed,  that  they  could  almost 
all  be  included  in  one  newspaper  column  of  or- 
dinary print.      Keats  s  exquisite  line — 

"  ^ea's  isle  was  wondering  at  the  moon  " . . 

in  which  the  word  '•  wondering  "  paints  a  whole 
landscape  of  dreamy  enchantment,  and  the 
couplet  in  the  *  Ode  to  a  Nightingale'  thai 
speaks  with  a  delicious  vagueness  of 

''Magic  casements  opening  on  the  foam 

''  Of  perilous  seas  in  faery  lands  forlorn ,' — 

are  absolutely  unique  and  unrivalled,  as  is  the 
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exquisite  alliteration  taken  from  a  poet  of  our 

own  day  ; 

"  The  holy  lark 
With  fire  from  heaven  and  sunlight  on  his  wing 
Who  wakes  the  world  with  witcheries  of  the  dark 
Reneived  in  rapture  in  the  reddening  air  !  " 

Again  from  the  same — 

"  The  chords  of  the  lute  are  entranced 
With  the  weight  of  the  wonder  of  tilings  "  / 

and 

"  Jiis  skyward  notes 
Have  drenched  the  summer  with  the  dews  of  song  I . .  " 

this  last  line  being  certainly  one  of  the  most 
suggestive  and  beautiful  in  all  poetical  literature. 
Such  expressions  have  the  intrinsic  quality  of 
completeness, — once  said,  we  feel  that  they  can 
never  be  said  again  ; — they  belong  to  the 
centuries  rather  than  the  seasons,  and  any  imi- 
tation of  them  we  immediately  and  instinctively 
resent  as  an  outrao^e. 

And  Theos  Alwyn  was  essentially  and  above 
all  things  faithful  to  the  lofty  purpose  of  his 
calling, — he  dealt  with  his  art  reverently  and 
not  in  rough  haste  and  scrambling  carelessness, 
— if  he  worked  out  any  idea  in  rhyme,  the 
idea  was  distinct  and   the  rhyme   was   perfect, 
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— he  was  not  content,  like  Browning,  to 
jumble  together  such  hideous  and  ludicrous 
combinations  as  *' high  ; — Humph!"  and 
*'  triumph  ", — moreover,  he  knew  that  what  he 
had  to  tell  his  public  must  be  told  comprehen- 
sively, yet  grandly,  with  all  the  authority  and 
persuasiveness  of  incisive  rhetoric,  yet  also  with 
all  the  sweetness  and  fascination  of  a  passion- 
ate love-song.  Occupied  with  such  work  as  this, 
London  with  its  myriad  mad  noises  and  vulgar 
distractions,  became  impossible  to  him, — and 
Villiers,  \\\s  Jidus  Achates,  who  had  read  portions 
of  his  great  poem  and  was  impatient  to  see  it 
finished,  knowing  as  he  did  what  an  enormous 
sensation  it  would  create  when  published,  warmly 
seconded  his  own  desire  to  gain  a  couple  of 
months  complete  seclusion  and  tranquillity. 

He  left  town  therefore  about  the  middle  of  May 
and  started  across  the  Channel,  resolving  to  make 
for  Switzerland  by  the  leisurely  and  delightful 
way  of  the  Rhine,  in  order  to  visit  Bonn,  the 
scene  of  his  old  student-days.  What  days  they 
had  been  ! — days  of  dreaming  more  than  action, 
for  he  had  always  regarded  learning  as  a  pas- 
time rather  than  a  drudgery,  and  so  had  easily 
distanced  his  comrades  in  the  race  for  know- 
ledge. While  they  were  flirting  with  the  Lis- 
chen  or  Gretchen  of  the  hour,  he  had  willingly 
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absorbed  himself  In  study — thus  he  had  attained 
the  head  of  his  classes  with  scarce  an  effort,  and 
in  fact  had  often  found  time  hanging  heavily  on 
his  hands  for  want  of  something  more  to  do. 
He  had  astonished  the  University  Professors — 
but  he  had  not  astonished  himself,  Inasmuch  as 
no  special  branch  of  learning  presented  any 
difficulties  to  him,  and  the  more  he  mastered 
the  more  dissatisfied  he  became.  It  had  seemed 
such  a  little  thing  to  win  the  honours  of  scholar- 
ship ! — for  at  that  time  his  ambition  was  always 
climbing  up  the  apparently  Inaccessible  heights 
of  fame, — fame,  that  he  then  Imagined  was  the 
greatest  glory  any  human  being  could  aspire 
to.  He  smiled  as  he  recollected  this,  and 
thought  how  changed  he  was  since  then  !  What 
a  difference  between  the  former  discontented 
mutability  of  his  nature,  and  the  deep  un- 
swerving calm  of  patience  that  characterized  it 
now !  Learning  and  scholarship  ?  — these 
were  the  mere  child's  alphabet  of  things, — and 
fame  was  a  passing  breath  that  ruffled  for  one 
brief  moment  the  on-rushIng  flood  of  time — a 
bubble  blown  In  the  air  to  break  Into  nothlncr 
ness.  Thus  much  wisdom  he  had  acquired, — 
and  what  more  ?  A  great  deal  more  ! — he  had 
won  the  difficult  comprehension  of  himself, — he 
had  grasped  the  priceless  knowledge  that  man 
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has  no  enemy  save  that  which  is  within  him, 
and  that  the  pride  of  a  rebellious  Will  is  the 
parent  Sin  from  which  all  others  are  generated. 
The  old  Scriptural  saying  is  true  for  all  time, 
that  through  pride  the  angels  fell ; — and  it  is 
only  through  humility  that  they  will  ever  rise 
again.  Pride  ! — the  proud  Will  that  is  left  free 
by  Divine  Law,  to  work  for  itself  and  answer 
for  itself,  and  wreak  upon  its  own  head  the  pun- 
ishment of  its  own  errors, — the  Will  that  once 
voluntarily  crushed  down  in  the  dust  at  the 
Cross  of  Christ,  with  these  words  truly  drawn 
from  the  depths  of  penitence,  "  Lord  not  as  I 
will  but  as  Thou  wilt ! "  is  straightway  lifted 
up  from  its  humiliation,  a  supreme  stately  Force, 
resistless,  miraculous,  world-commanding  ; — 
smoothing  the  way  for  all  greatness  and  all  good- 
ness, and  guiding  the  happy  Soul  from  joy  to 
joy,  from  glory  to  glory,  till  Heaven  itself  is 
reached  and  the  perfection  of  all  love  and  life 
begins.  For  true  humility  is  not  slavish  as 
some  people  imagine,  but  rather  royal, — since, 
while  acknowledging  the  supremacy  of  God  it 
claims  close  kindred  with  Him,  and  is  at  once 
invested  with  all  the  diviner  virtues.  Fame  and 
wealth,  the  two  perishable  prizes  for  which  men 
struggle  with  one  another  in  ceaseless  and  cruel 
combat,  bring  no  absolute  satisfaction  in  the  end 
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— they  are  toys  that  please  for  a  time  and  then 
grow  wearisome.  But  the  conquering  of  Self  is 
a  battle  in  which  each  fresh  victory  bestows  a 
deeper  content,  a  larger  happiness,  a  more  per- 
fect peace, — and  neither  poverty,  sickness  nor 
misfortune  can  quench  the  courage  or  abate 
the  ardour  of  the  warrior  who  is  absorbed  in  a 
crusade  against  his  own  worser  passions.  Egot- 
ism is  the  vice  of  this  age, — the  maxim  of 
modern  society  is  "each  man  for  himself  and  no 
one  for  his  neighbour" — and  in  such  a  state  of 
things,  when  personal  interest  or  advantage  is 
the  chief  boon  desired,  we  cannot  look  for 
honesty  in  either  religion,  politics  or  commerce. 
Nor  can  we  expect  any  grand  work  to  be  done 
in  art  or  literature.  When  pictures  are  painted 
and  books  are  written  for  money  only, — when 
labourers  take  no  pleasure  in  labour  save  for  the 
wage  it  brings, — when  no  real  enthusiasm  is 
shown  in  anything  except  the  accumulation  of 
wealth, — and  when  all  the  finer  sentiments  and 
nobler  instincts  of  men  are  made  subject  to 
Mammon-worship,  is  any  one  so  mad  and  blind 
as  to  think  that  good  can  come  of  it  ? — Nothing 
but  evil  upon  evil  can  accrue  from  such  a 
system, — and  those  who  have  prophetic  eyes  to 
see  through  the  veil  of  events,  can  perceive  even 
now  the  not  far  distant  end — namely  the  ruin  of 
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the  country  that  has  permitted  itself  to  de- 
generate into  a  mere  nation  of  shopkeepers, — 
and  something  worse  than  ruin, — degradation ! 

It  was  past  eight  in  the  evening  when  Alwyn, 
after  having  spent  a  couple  of  days  in  bright 
Httle  Brussels,  arrived  at  Cologne.  Most 
travellers  know  to  their  cost  how  noisy,  narrow 
and  unattractive  are  the  streets  of  this  ancient 
Colonia  Agrippina  of  the  Romans, — how  per- 
sistent and  wearying  is  the  rattle  of  the  vehicles 
over  the  rough  cobbly  stones, — how  irritating 
to  the  nerves  is  the  incessant  shrieking  whistle 
and  clank  of  the  Rhine  steamboats  as  they  glide 
in,  or  glide  out  from  the  cheerless  and  dirty  pier. 
But  at  night,  when  these  unpleasing  sounds  have 
partially  subsided,  and  the  lights  twinkle  in  the 
shop-windows,  and  the  majestic  mass  of  the 
Cathedral  casts  its  broad  shadow  on  the  moon- 
lit Dom-Platz,  and  a  few  soldiers  with  clanking 
swords  and  glittering  spurs,  come  marching  out 
from  some  dark  stone  archway,  and  the  green 
gleam  of  the  river  sparkles  along  in  luminous 
ripples, — then  it  is,  that  a  something  weird  and 
mystical  creeps  over  the  town,  and  the  glamour 
of  ancient  historical  memories  begins  to  cling 
about  its  irregular  buildings, — one  thinks  of  the 
legendary  Three  Kings,  and  believes  in  them 
too, — of  St.  Ursula  and  her  company  of  virgins  ; 
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of  Marie  de  Medicis  dying  alone  In  that 
tumble-down  house  In  the  Stern-gasse, — of 
Rubens,  who  it  is  said,  here  first  saw  the  light 
of  this  world, — of  an  angry  Satan  flinging  his 
Teiifelstein  from  the  Seven  Mountains  in  an 
impotent  attempt  to  destroy  the  Dom  ; — and 
gradually  the  indestructible  romantic  spell  of  the 
Rhine  steals  into  the  spirit  of  common  things 
that  were  unlovely  by  day,  and  makes  the  old 
city  beautiful  under  the  sacred  glory  of  the  stars. 
Alwyn  dined  at  his  hotel,  and  then  finding 
It  still  too  early  to  retire  to  rest,  strolled  slowly 
across  the  Platz,  looking  up  at  the  sublim.e 
God's  Tem-ple  above  him,  the  stately  Cathedral 
with  its  wondrously  delicate  carvings  and  flying 
buttresses,  on  which  the  moonlight  glittered  like 
little  points  of  pale  flame.  He  knew  it  of  old  ; 
many  and  many  a  time  had  he  taken  train 
from  Bonn,  for  the  sole  pleasure  of  spending  an 
hour  in  gazing  on  that  splendid  ''  sermon  in 
stone," — one  of  the  grandest  testimonies  In  the 
world  of  man's  instinctive  desire  to  acknowledge 
and  honour  by  his  noblest  design  and  work  the 
unseen  but  felt  majesty  of  the  Creator.  He 
had  a  great  longing  to  enter  It  now,  and  as- 
cended the  steps  with  that  intention, — but  much 
to  his  vexation,  the  doors  were  shut.  He 
walked  from  the  side  to  the  principal  entrance  ; — 
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that  superb  western  frontage  which  Is  so  cruelly 
blocked  in  by  a  dwarfish  street  of  the  common- 
est shops  and  meanest  houses, — and  found  that 
also  closed  against  him.  Disappointed  and 
sorry,  he  went  back  again  to  the  side  of  the 
colossal  structure,  and  stood  on  the  top  of  the 
steps,  close  to  the  central  barred  doors,  studying 
the  sculptured  saints  in  the  niches,  and  feeling 
a  sudden  singular  impression  of  extreme  lone- 
liness,— a  sense  of  being  shut  out  as  it  were 
from  some  hicrh  festival  in  which  he  would 
gladly  have  taken  part. 

Not  a  cloud  was  in  the  sky, .  .  the  evening 
was  one  of  most  absolute  calm — and  a  delicious 
warmth  pervaded  the  air, — the  warmth  of  a 
fully-declared  and  balmy  spring.  The  Platz 
was  almost  deserted, — only  a  few  persons 
crossed  it  now  and  then  like  flitting  shadows, — 
and  somewhere  down  In  one  of  the  opposite 
streets  a  long  way  off,  there  was  a  sound  of 
men's  voices  singing  a  part-song.  Presently 
however  this  distant  music  ceased,  and  a  deep 
silence  followed.  Alwyn  still  remained  in  the 
sombre  shade  of  the  cathedral  archway,  arguing 
with  himself  against  the  foolish  and  unaccount- 
able depression  that  had  seized  him,  and  watch- 
ing the  brilliant  May  moon  soar  up  higher  and 
higher  in  the  heavens  ; — when, — all  at  once,  the 
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throbbing  murmur  of  the  great  organ  inside  the 
Dom,  startled  him  from  pensive  dreaminess  into 
swift  attention.  He  Hstened, — the  rich  round 
notes  thundered  through  the  stillness  with  force- 
ful and  majestic  harmony, —  anon,  weird  tones 
Hke  the  passionate  lament  of  Sarasate's  '  Zigeu- 
nerweise^t,'  floated  around  him  and  above  him  : — 
then,  a  silvery  chorus  of  young  voices  broke 
forth  in  solemn  unison  : 

"  Kyrie  Eleison  !  Christe  Eleison  !  Kyrie 
Eleison  !  " 

A  faint  cold  tremor  crept  through  his  veins, 
— his  heart  beat  violently, — again  he  vainly 
strove  to  open  the  great  door.  Was  there  a  choir 
practising  inside  at  this  hour  of  the  night  ? 
Surely  not !  Then, — from  whence  had  this 
music  its  origin  ? — Stooping,  he  bent  his  ear  to 
the  crevice  of  the  closed  portal, — but  as  sud- 
denly as  they  had  begun,  the  harmonies  ceased  ; 
and  all  was  once  more  profoundly  still. 

Drawing  a  long  deep  breath,  he  stood  for  a 
moment  amazed  and  lost  in  thought — these 
sounds,  he  felt  sure,  were  not  of  earth  but  of 
heaven ! — they  had  the  same  ringing  sweetness 
as  those  he  had  heard  on  the  Field  of  Ardath  ! 
What  might  they  mean  to  him,  here  and  now  ? 
Quick  as  a  flash  the  answer  came — Death  ! 
God   had   taken   pity   upon  his  solitary    earth- 
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wanderings, — and  the  prayers  of  Edrls  had 
shortened  his  world-exile  and  probation!  He 
was  to  die ! — ,  and  that  solemn  singing  was  the 
warning, — or  the  promise, — of  his  approaching 
end ! 

Yes  ! — it  must  be  so,  he  decided,  as  with  a 
strange,  half-sad  peace  at  his  heart,  he  quietly 
descended  the  steps  of  the  Dom, — he  would 
perhaps  be  permitted  to  finish  the  work  he  was 
at  present  doing, — and  then, — then,  the  poet- 
pen  would  be  laid  aside  for  ever,  the  chains 
would  be  undone,  and  he  would  be  set  at 
liberty !  Such  was  his  fixed  idea.  Was  he 
glad  =  of  the  prospect  he  asked  himself?  Yes, 
and  No  !  For  himself  he  was  glad  ; — but 
in  these  latter  days  he  had  come  to  understand 
the  thousand  wordless  wants  and  aspirations 
of  mankind — ,  wants  and  aspirations  to  which 
only  the  Poet  can  give  fitting  speech  ; — he  had 
begun  to  see  how  much  can  be  done  to  cheer 
and  raise  and  ennoble  the  world  by  even  one 
true,  brave,  earnest  and  unselfish  worker, — and 
he  had  attained  to  such  a  height  in  sympathetic 
comprehension  of  the  difficulties  and  drawbacks 
of  others,  that  he  had  ceased  to  consider  him- 
self at  all  in  the  question,  either  with  regard 
to  the  Present  or  the  immortal  Future, — he 
was,  without  knowing  it,  in  the  simple,  uncon- 
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sciously  perfect  attitude  of  a  Soul  that  is  abso- 
lutely at  one  with  God,  and  that  thus  in 
involuntary  God  likeness,  is  only  happy  in  the 
engendering  of  happiness.  He  believed,  that 
with  the  Divine  help,  he  could  do  a  lasting 
good  for  his  fellow-men, — and  to  this  cause  he 
was  willing  to  sacrifice  everything  that  per- 
tained to  his  own  mere  personal  advantage. 
But  now, — now, — or  so  he  imagined, — he  was 
not  to  be  allowed  to  pursue  his  labours  of  love, 
— his  trial  was  to  end  suddenly, — and  he,  so 
long  banished  from  his  higher  heritage,  was  to 
be  restored  to  it  without  delay, — restored,  and 
drawn  back  to  the  land  of  perfect  loveliness 
where  Edris,  his  Angel,  waited  for  him,  his 
saint,  his  queen,  his  bride  ! 

A  thrill  of  ecstatic  joy  rushed  through  him, 
— joy  intermingled  with  an  almost  supernal 
pain.  For  he  had  not  as  yet  said  enough  to 
the  world, — the  world  of  many  afflictions, — 
the  little  Sorrowful  Star  covered  with  toiling, 
anxious,  deluded,  God-forgetting  millions,  in 
every  unit  of  which  was  a  spark  of  heavenly 
flame,  a  germ  of  the  spiritual  essence  that 
makes  the  angel,  if  only  fostered  aright. 

Lost  in  a  deep  reverie,  his  footsteps  had  led 
him  unconsciously  to  the  Rhine  bridge, — paying 
the  customary    fee,  he    walked    about    halfway 
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across  it,  and  stood  for  a  while  listening  to  the 
incessant  swift  rush  of  the  river  beneath  him. 
Lights  twinkled  from  the  boats  moored  on  either 
side, — the  moon  poured  down  a  wide  shower  of 
white  beams  on  the  rapid  flood, —  the  city 
dusky  and  dream-like,  crowned  with  the  majestic 
towers  of  the  Dom,  looked  picturesquely  calm 
and  grand, — it  was  a  night  of  perfect  beauty 
and  wondrous  peace.  And  he  was  to  die ! — to 
die  and  leave  all  this,  the  present  fairness  of 
the  world, — he  was  to  depart,  with,  as  he  felt, 
his  message  half  unspoken, — he  was  to  be  made 
eternally  happy,  while  many  of  the  thousands 
he  left  behind,  were  through  ignorance,  wilfully 
electing  to  be  eternally  miserable  !  A  great,  al- 
most divine  longing  to  save  one, — only  one 
downward-drifting  soul  possessed  him, — and  the 
comprehension  of  Christ's  Sacrifice  was  no  longer 
a  mystery !  Yet  he  was  so  certain  that  death, 
sudden  and  speedy,  closely  awaited  him,  that 
he  seemed  to  feel  it  in  the  very  air, — not 
like  a  comingf  chill  of  dread,  but  like  the  soft 
approach  of  some  holy  seraph  bringing  bene- 
diction. It  mattered  little  to  him  that  he  was 
actually  in  the  very  plenitude  of  health  and 
strength, — that  perhaps  in  all  his  life  he  had 
never  felt  such  a  keen  delight  in  the  physical 
perfection     of    his    manhood    as    now, — death 
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without  warning  and  at  a  touch  could  smite 
down  the  most  vigorous,  and  to  be  so  smitten, 
he  beheved  was  his  Imminent  destiny.  And 
while  he  lingered  on  the  bridge,  fancy-perplexed 
between  grief  and  joy,  a  small  window  opened 
in  a  quaint  house  that  bent  its  bulging  gables 
crookedly  over  the  gleaming  water,  and  a  girl, 
holding  a  small  lamp,  looked  out  for  a  moment 
Her  face,  fresh  and  smiling,  v/as  fair  to  see 
against  the  background  of  dense  shadow, — 
the  light  she  carried  flashed  like  a  star, — and 
leaning  down  from  the  lattice  she  sang  half 
timidly,  half-mischievously,  the  first  two  or  three 
bars  of  the  old  song . .  ^'  Du,  du,  liegst  m  mein 
Herzen  .  .  /  "  ''  Ah  !—Gute  Nacht,  Liebchen  !  " 
said  a  man's  voice  below. 

"  Gute  Nacht  ! — Schlafen  sie  wo  hi  I'' 
A  light  laugh,  and  the  window  closed. 
''  Good-night ! — Sleep  well !  " — Love's  best 
wish  ! — and  for  some  sad  souls  life's  last  hope, — a 
'  good-night  and  sleep  well ! '  Poor  tired  World, 
for  whose  weary  inhabitants  oftentimes  the 
greatest  .blessing  is  sleep  !  Good-night ! — sleep 
well ! — but  the  sleep  implies  waking, — waking 
to  a  morning  of  pleasure  or  sorrow, — or  labour 
that  is  only  lightened  by, — Love  !  Love  ! — 
love  divine, — love  human, — and  sweetest 
love    of    all    for    us,    as    Christ    has    taught, 
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when  both  divine  and  human  are  mingled 
in  one ! 

Alwyn.  glancing  up  at  the  clustering  stars 
hanging  like  pendent  fire-jewels  above  him, 
thought  of  this  marvel-glory  of  Love, — this 
celestial  visitant  who  on  noiseless  pinions,  comes 
flying  divinely  into  the  poorest  homes,  trans- 
figuring common  life  with  ethereal  radiance, 
making  toil  easy,  giving  beauty  to  the  plainest 
faces,  and  poetry  to  the  dullest  brains.  Love  ! 
its  tremulous  hand-clasp, — its  rapturous  kiss, 
— the  speechless  eloquence  it  gives  to  gentle 
eyes  ! — the  grace  it  bestows  on  even  the  smallest 
gift  from  lover  to  beloved,  were  such  gift  but 
a  handful  of  meadow-blossoms  tied  with  some 
silken  threads  of  hair  ! 

Not  for  the  poet-creator  of  '  Noztrhahna ' 
such  love  any  more, — had  he  not  drained  the 
cup  of  Passion  to  the  dregs  in  the  far  Past,  and 
tasted  its  mixed  sweetness  and  bitterness  to 
no  purpose  save  self-indulgence  ?  All  that  was 
over  ; — and  yet,  as  he  walked  away  from  the 
bridge,  back  to  his  hotel  in  the  quiet  moonlight, 
he  thought  what  a  transcendent  thing  Love 
might  be  even  on  earth,  between  two  whose 
spirits  were  spirihtally  akin, — whose  lives  were 
like  two  notes  played  in  tuneful  concord, — whose 
hearts  beat  echoing  faith  and  tenderness  to  one 
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another, — and  who  held  their  love  as  a  sacred 
bond  of  union, — a  gift  from  God,  not  to  be 
despoiled  by  that  rough  familiarity  which  surely 
brings  contempt.  And  then  before  his  fancy 
appeared  to  float  the  radiant  visage  of  Edris, 
half  child,  half  angel, — he  seemed  to  see  her 
beautiful  eyes,  so  pure  so  clear,  so  unshadowed 
by  any  knowledge  of  sin, — and  the  exquisite 
lines  of  a  poet-contemporary  whose  work  he 
specially  admired,  occurred  to  him  with  singular 
suggestlveness  : — 

"  Oh^  thoiilt  confess  that  love  from  man  to  maid 
Is    more   than    kingdoms, — more    than     light    and 

shade 
In  sky -built  gardens  where  the  minstrels  dzvell 
A  nd  7nore  than  ransom  from  the  bonds  of  Hell. 
Thou  wilt,  I  say,  admit  the  truth  of  this, 
A?id  half  relent  that,  shrinking  from  a  kiss 

Thou  didst  consign  me  to  nmie  own  disdain, 
Athwart  the  raptures  of  a  vision  d  bliss. 

"  III  seek  no  joy  that  is  not  linked  with  thine. 
No  touch  of  hope,  no  taste  of  holy  wine^ 
A  nd  after  death,  no  home  in  any  star 
That  is  not  shared  by  thee,  supreme,  afar, 
As  here  thou  rt  first  and  foremost  of  all  things  ! 
Glory  is  thine  and  gladness  and  the  wiiigs 

That  wait  on  thoiight,  wheri,  in  thy  spirit-sivay 
Thou  dost  invest  a  reabn  unknown  to  kings  !'' 

Had    not    she,     Edris,    consigned     him     to 
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his  "  own  disdain,  Athwart  the  raptures  of  a 
visioned  bliss  P  "  Aye  ! — truly  and  deservedly  ! 
— and  this  disdain  of  himself  had  now  reached 
its  culminating  point, — namely  that  he  did  not 
consider  himself  worthy  of  her  love, — or  worthy 
to  do  aught  than  sink  again  into  far  spaces  of 
darkness  and  perpetually  retrospective  Memory, 
there  to  explore  the  uttermost  depths  of  an- 
guish, and  count  up  his  errors  one  by  one  from 
the  very  beginning  of  life,  in  every  separate 
phase  he  had  passed  through,  till  he  had  peni- 
tently striven  his  best  to  atone  for  them  all ! 
Christ  had  atoned  ! — yes, — but  was  it  not  almost 
base  on  his  part  to  shield  himself  with  that 
Divine  Light  and  do  nothing  further  ?  He 
could  not  yet  thoroughly  grasp  the  amazing 
truth  that  one  absolutely  pttix  act  of  faith  in 
Christ,  blots  out  Past  Sin  for  ever, — it  seemed 
too  marvellous  and  great  a  boon ! 

When  he  retired  to  rest  that  night  he  was 
fully  and  firmly  pi^epared  to  die.  With  this  ex- 
pectation upon  him  he  was  nevertheless  happy 
and  tranquil.  The  line — "  Glory  is  thine  and 
gladness  and  the  wings!'  haunted  him,  and  he 
repeated  it  over  and  over  again  without  know- 
ing why.  Wings  ! — the  brilliant  shafts  of  radi- 
ance that  part  angels  from  mortals, — wings, 
that  after  all  are  not  really  wings,  but  lambent 
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rays  of  living  lightning,  of  which  neither 
painter  nor  poet  has  any  true  conception,  . .  long 
dazzling  rays  such  as  encircled  God's  maiden 
Edris  with  an  arch  of  roseate  effulgence,  so 
that  the  very  air  was  sunset-coloured  In  the 
splendour  of  her  presence  !  How  if  she  were  a 
wingless  angel, — made  woman  ? 

*'  Glory  is  thine  and  gladness  and  the 
win^s  !^'  And  with  the  name  of  his  angfel- 
love  upon  his  lips  he  closed  his  eyes  and 
sank  into  a  deep  and  dreamless  slumber. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


IN    THE    CATHEDRAL. 


A  BOOMING,  thunderous  yet  mellow  sound  ! — a 
grand  solemn  sonorous  swing  of  full  and  weighty 
rhythm,  striking  the  air  with  deep,  slowly- 
measured  resonance  like  the  rolling  of  close 
cannon  !  Awake  all  ye  people  ! — Awake  to 
prayer  and  praise! — for  the  Night  is  past  and 
sweet  Morning  reddens  in  the  east,  .  .  another 
Day  is  born, — a  day  in  which  to  win  God's 
grace  and  pardon, — another  wonder  of  Light, 
Movement,  Creation,  Beauty,  Love !  Awake, 
awake ! — Be  glad  and  grateful  for  the  present 
joy  of  life, — this  life,  dear  harbinger  of  life  to 
come  ! — open  your  eyes  ye  drowsy  mortals,  to 
the  divine  blue  of  the  beneficent  sky,  the 
golden  beams  of  the  sun,  the  colour  of  flowers, 
the    foliage    of   trees,    the    flash    of    sparkling 
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waters  ! — open  your  ears  to  the  singing  of  birds, 
the  whispering  of  winds,  the  gay  ripple  of 
children's  laughter,  the  soft  murmurs  of  home- 
affection, — for  all  these  things  are  freely  be- 
stowed upon  you  with  each  breaking  dawn,  and 
will  you  offer  unto  God  no  thanksgiving  ? — 
Awake  !  Awake ! — the  Voice  you  have  your- 
selves set  in  your  high  Cathedral-towers  re- 
proaches your  lack  of  love  with  its  iron  tongue, 
and  summons  you  all  to  worship  Him  the  Ever- 
Glorious  through  whose  mercy  alone  you 
live  ! 

To  and  fro, — to  and  fro, — gravely  persistent, 
sublimely  eloquent,  the  huge,  sustained  and 
heavy  monotone  went  thudding  through  the 
stillness, — till  startled  from  his  profound  sleep 
by  such  loud,  lofty  and  incessant  clangour 
Alwyn  turned  on  his  pillow  and  listened,  half 
aroused,  half  bewildered, — then,  remembering 
where  he  was,  he  understood  ; — it  was  the 
great  Bell  of  the  Dom  pealing  forth  its  first 
summons  to  the  earliest  Mass.  He  lay  quiet 
for  a  little  while,  dreamily  counting  the  number 
of  reverberations  each  separate  stroke  sent 
quivering  on  the  air, — but  presently  finding  it 
impossible  to  sleep  again,  he  got  up,  and 
drawing    aside  the   curtain    looked    out   of   the 
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window  of  his  room  which  fronted  on  the 
Platz.  Though  It  was  not  yet  six  o'clock,  the 
city  was  all  astir, — the  Rhine-landers  are  an 
early  working  people,  and  to  see  the  sun  rise 
is  not  with  them  a  mere  fiction  of  poesy,  but 
a  daily  fact.  It  was  one  of  the  loveliest 
of  lovely  spring  mornings  —  the  sky  was 
clear  as  a  pale  polished  sapphire,  and  every 
little  bit  of  delicate  carving  and  sculpture  on 
the  Dom  stood  out  from  Its  groundwork  with 
microscopically  beautiful  distinctness.  And  as 
his  gaze  rested  on  the  perfect  fairness  of  the 
day,  a  strange  and  sudden  sense  of  rapturous 
anticipation  possessed  his  mind, — he  felt  as  one 
prepared  for  some  high  and  exquisite  happi- 
ness,— some  great  and  wondrous  celebration  or 
feast  of  joy  !  The  thoughts  of  death  on  which 
he  had  brooded  so  persistently  during  the  past 
yester-eve,  had  fled,  leaving  no  trace  behind, — 
only  a  keen  and  vigorous  delight  In  life  ab- 
sorbed him  now.  It  was  good  to  be  alive  even 
on  this  present  earth  ! — it  was  good  to  see,  to 
feel,  to  know  ! — and  there  was  much  to  be 
thankful  for  In  the  mere  capability  of  easy  and 
healthful  breathing  ! 

Full     of    a    singular    light-heartedness,     he 
hummed   a  soft  tune   to   himself  as  he   moved 
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about  his  room, — his  desire  to  view  the  interior 
of  the  Cathedral  had  not  abated  with  sleep  but 
had  rather  augmented, — and  he  resolved  to 
visit  it  now  while  he  had  the  chance  of  be- 
holding it  in  all  the 'impressive  splendour  of 
uncrowded  tranquillity.  For  he  knew  that  by 
the  time  he  was  dressed,  the  first  Mass  would  be 
over, — the  priests  and  people  would  be  gone, — 
and  he  would  be  alone  to  enjoy  the  magni- 
ficence of  the  place  in  full  poet-luxury, — the 
luxury  of  silence  and  solitude.  He  attired 
himself  quickly,  and  with  a  vaguely  nervous 
eagerness, — he  was  in  almost  as  great  a  hurry 
to  enter  the  Dom  as  he  had  been  to  arrive  at 
the  Field  of  Ardath  !  The  same  feverish  im- 
patience was  upon  him — impatience  that  he 
was  conscious  of,  yet  could  not  account  for, — 
his  fancy  busied  itself  with  a  whole  host  of 
memories,  and  fragments  of  half  forgotten 
love-songs  he  had  written  in  his  youth,  came 
back  to  him  without  his  wish  or  will, — songs 
that  he  instinctively  felt  belonged  to  his  Past 
when  as  'Sah-ltlma  \  he  had  won  golden  opinions 
in  Al-Kyris.  And  though  they  were  but 
echoes,  they  seemed  this  morning  to  touch 
him  with  half-pleasing,  half-tender  suggestive- 
ness, — two    lines    especially  from  the  Idyll  of 
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Roses  he  had  penned  so  long, — ah  !  so  very 
long  ago, — came  floating  through  his  brahi  like 
a  message  sent  from  some  other  world, — 

"  By  the  pureness   of  love   shall  our  glory   m  loving 
increase, 
A  nd    the   roses  of  passion  for  us   are  the  lilies  of 
peace^ — 

The  ''  lilies  of  peace  " — and  the  flowers  of 
Ardath, — the  ''roses  of  passion''  and  the  love 
of  Edris,  these  were  all  mingled  almost  un- 
consciously in  his  thoughts,  as  with  an  inex- 
plicable happy  sense  of  tremulous  expectation, 
— expectation  of  he  knew  not  what — he  went, 
walking  as  one  in  haste,  across  the  broad  Platz 
and  ascended  the  steps  of  the  Cathedral.  But 
the  side-entrance  was  fast  shut  as  on  the  previous 
night, — he  therefore  made  his  rapid  way  round 
to  the  great  western  door.  That  stood  open, — 
the  bell  had  long  ago  ceased, — Mass  was  over, — 
and   all  was   profoundly  still. 

Out  of  the  warm  sunlit  air  he  stepped  into 
the  vast,  cool,  clear-obscure  white  glory  of  the 
stately  shrine, — with  bared  head  and  noiseless 
reverent  feet,  he  advanced  a  little  way  up  the 
nave,  and  then  stood  motionless,  every  artistic 
perception  in  him  satisfied,  soothed  and  en- 
tranced  anew    as    in    his  student-days,    by  the 
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tranquil  grandeur  of  the  scene.  What  majestic 
silence  ! — what  hallowed  peace  ! — how  jewel-like 
the  radiance  of  the  sun  pouring  through  the  rich 
stained  glass  on  those  superb  carved  pillars  that 
like  petrified  stems  of  forest-trees  bear  lightly 
up  the  lofty  vaulted  roof  to  that  vast  height 
suggestive  of    a  white  sky  rather  than  stone  ! 

Moving  on  slowly,  further  towards  the  altar, 
he  was  suddenly  seized  by  an  overpowering 
impression, — a  memory  that  rushed  upon  him 
with  a  sort  of  shock,  albeit  it  was  only  the 
memory  of  a  tune ! — A  wild  melody,  haunting 
and  passionate  rang  in  his  ears, — the  melody 
that  Sarasate,  the  Orpheus  of  Spain,  had  evoked 
from  the  heart  of  his  speaking  violin, — the  sob- 
bing love-lament  of  the  "  Zigeunerweisen  " — 
the  weird  minor-music  that  had  so  forcibly  sug- 
gested— What  ?  This  very  place  ! — these  snowy 
columns, — this  sculptured  sanctity — this  flashing 
light  of  rose  and  blue  and  amber, — this  wondrous 
hush  of  consecrated  calm  !  What  next  ? — Dear 
God  ! — Sweet  Christ ! — what  next  ?  The  face 
of  Edris  ? — Would  that  heavenly  countenance 
shine  suddenly  through  those  rainbow-coloured 
beams  that  struck  slantwise  down  towards  him  ? 
— and  should  he  presently  hear  her  dulcet  voice 
charming  the  silence  into  deeper  ecstasy  ? 

Overcome  by  a  sensation  that  was  something 
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like  fear,  he  stopped  abruptly,  and  leaning 
against  one  of  the  quaint  old  oaken  benches, 
strove  to  control  the  quick  excited  throbbing  of 
his  heart, — then  gradually,  very  gradually,  he  be- 
came conscious  that  he  was  not  alone, — another 
besides  himself  was  in  the  church, — another 
whom  it  was  necessary  for  him  to  see  ! 

He  could  not  tell  how  he  first  erew  to  be 
certain  of  this, — but  he  was  soon  so  completely 
possessed  by  the  idea,  that  for  a  moment  he 
dared  not  raise  his  eyes,  or  move  !  Some  in- 
vincible force  held  him  there  spell-bound,  yet 
trembling  in  every  limb, — and  while  he  thus 
waited  hesitatingly,  the  great  organ  woke  up  in 
a  glory  of  tuneful  utterance, — wave  after  wave  of 
richest  harmony  rolled  through  the  stately  aisles 
and  . .  ''Kyrie  eleison  !  Kyrie  eleison  !  "rang  forth 
in  loud,  full    and  golden-toned  chorus  ! 

Lifting  his  head,  he  stared  wonderingly  around 
him  ;  not  a  living  creature  was  visible  in  all  the 
spacious  width  and  length  of  the  cathedral  ! 
His  lips  parted, — he  felt  as  though  he  could 
scarcely  breathe, — strong  shudders  ran  through 
him,  and  he  was  penetrated  by  a  pleasing  terror 
that  was  almost  a  physical  pang, — an  agonized 
entrancement,  like  death  or  the  desire  of  love  ! 
Presently,  mastering  himself  by  a  determined 
effort,  he  advanced   steadily  with  the  absorbed 
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air  of  one  who  is  drawn  along  by  magnetic 
power  .  .  steadily  and  slowly  up  the  nave,  .  . 
and  as  he  went,  the  music  surged  more  tumul- 
tuously  among  the  vaulted  arches, — there  was 
a  faint  echo  afar  off  as  of  tinkling  crystal  bells  ; 
and  at  each  onward  step  he  gained  a  new 
access  of  courage,  strength,  firmness  and  un- 
trammelled ease,  till  every  timorous  doubt  and 
fear  had  fled  away,  and  he  stood  directly  in 
front  of  the  altar-railing,  gazing  at  the  enshrined 
Cross,  and  seeing  for  the  moment  nothing  save 
that  Divine  Symbol  alone.  And  still  the  organ 
played  and  still  the  voices  sang, — he  knew 
these  sounds  were  not  of  earth,  and  he  also  knew 
that  they  were  intended  to  convey  a  meaning 
to  him, — but  zvhat  meaning  ? 

All  at  once,  moved  by  a  sudden  Impulse,  he 
turned  towards  the  right  hand  side  of  the  altar, 
where  the  great  statue  of  St.  Christopher  stands, 
and  where  one  of  the  loveliest  windows  In  the 
world  gleams  like  a  great  carven  gem  aloft, 
filtering  the  light  through  a  myriad  marvellous 
shades  of  colour,  and  there  he  beheld,  kneeling 
on  the  stone  pavement,  one  solitary  worshipper  ; 
— a  girl.  Her  hands  were  clasped,  and  her 
face  was  bent  upon  them  so  that  her  features 
were  not  visible, — but  the  radiance  from  the 
window    fell    on    her   uncovered  golden    hair, 
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encircling  it  with  the  gHstening  splendour  of  a 
heavenly  nimbus, — and  round  her  slight  devo- 
tional figure,  rays  of  azure  and  rose,  jasper  and 
emerald,  flickered  in  wide  and  lustrous  patterns, 
like  the  glow  of  the  setting  sun  on  a  translucent 
sea.  How  very  still  she  was  !  .  .  how  fervently 
absorbed  in  prayer  ! 

Vaguely  startled,  and  thrilled  by  an  electric, 
undefinable  instinct,  Alwyn  went  towards  her 
with  hushed  and  reverential  tread,  his  eyes 
dwelling  upon  the  drooping  delicate  outline  of 
her  form  with  fascinated  and  eager  attention. 
She  was  clad  in  grey, — a  soft,  silken,  dove-like 
grey  that  clung  about  her  in  picturesque, 
daintily  draped  folds, — he  approached  her  still 
more  nearly,  and  then  could  scarcely  refrain  from 
a  loud  cry  of  amazement !  What  flowers  were 
those  she  wore  at  her  breast  ? — so  white,  so 
star-like,  so  suggestive  of  paradise-lilies  new- 
gathered  ?  Were  they  not  the  flowers  of 
Ardath  ? — Dizzy  with  the  sudden  tumult  of 
his  own  emotions,  he  dropped  on  his  knees 
beside  her, — she  did  not  stir  !  Was  she  real  ? 
— or  a  phantom  ?  Trembling  violently  he 
touched  her  crarment — it  was  of  tanmble  smooth 
texture,  actual  enough,  if  the  sense  of  touch 
could  be  relied  upon.  In  an  agony  of  excite- 
ment and  suspense  he  lost  all  remembrance  of 
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time,  place  or  custom, — her  bewildering  presence 
must  be  explained, — he  must  know  who  she 
was, — he  must  speak,  to  her, — speak,  if  he  died 
for  it ! 

**  Pardon  me  ! — "  he  whispered  faintly, 
scarcely  conscious  of  his  own  words  ;  "  I 
fancy, — I  think, — we  have  met, — before  !  May 
I,  .  .  dare  I,  .  .   ask  your  name  ?" 

Slowly  she  unclasped  her  gently  folded  hands; 
slowly,  very  slowly  she  lifted  her  bent  head, 
and  smiled  at  him  !  O  the  lovely  light  upon 
her  face  ! — O  the  angel-glory  of  those  strange 
sweet  eyes  ! 

''  My  name  Is  Edris  ! " — she  said,  and  as 
the  pure  bell-like  tone  of  her  voice  smote  the 
air  with  Its  silvery  sound,  the  mysterious  music 
of  the  organ  and  the  invisible  singers  throbbed 
away, — away, — away, — into  softer  and  softer 
echoes  that  died  "at  last  tremulously  and 
with  a  sigh  as  of  farewell,  into  the  deepest 
silence. 

*'  Edris  !" In  a  trance  of  passionate  awe 

and  rapture  he  caught  her  hand, — the  warm 
delicate  hand  that  yielded  to  his  strong  clasp 
in  submissive  tenderness, — pulsations  of  terror, 
pain  and  wild  joy  all  commingled,  rushed 
through  him, — with  adoring  wistful  gaze  he 
scanned    every    feature    of    that    love-smiling 
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countenance, — a  countenance  no  longer  lustrous 
with  Heaven's  blinding  glory,  but  only  most 
maiden-like  and  innocently  fair, — dazzled,  per- 
plexed, and  half  afraid,  he  could  not  at  once 
grasp  the  true  comprehension  of  his  ineffable 
delight  !  He  had  no  doubt  of  her  identity — he 
knew  her  well  ! — she  was  his  own  heart- 
worshipped  Angel, — but  on  what  errand  had  she 
wandered  out  of  paradise  ?  Had  she  come 
once  more  as  on  the  Field  of  Ardath,  to  com- 
fort him  for  a  brief  space  with  the  beauty  of 
her  visible  existence,  or  did  she  bring  from 
Heaven  the  warrant  for  his  death  ? 

"  Edris ! "  he  said,  as  softly  as  one  may 
murmur  a  prayer — '*  Edris,  my  life,  my  love  ! — 
Speak  to  me  again  ! — make  me  sure  that  I  am 
not  dreaming !  Tell  me  where  I  have  failed 
in  my  sworn  faith  since  we  parted  ; — teach  me 
how  I  must  still  further  atone !  Is  this  the 
hour  appointed  for  my  spirit's  ransom  ? — has 
this  dear  and  sacred  hand  I  hold,  brought  me 
my  quittance  of  earth  ? — and  have  I  so  soon 
won  the  privilege  to  die  ?  " 

As  he  spoke,  she  rose  and  stood  erect,  with 
all  the  glistening  light  of  the  stained  window 
falling  royally  about  her, — and  he,  obeying  her 
mute  gesture,  rose  also  and  faced  her  in  won- 
dering ecstasy,  half  expecting  to  see  her  vanish 
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suddenly  in  the  sun-rays  that  poured  through 
the  Cathedral,  even  as  she  had  vanished  before 
like  a  white  cloud  absorbed  in  clear  space.  But 
no  ! — she  remained  quiet  as  a  tame  bird, — her 
eyes  met  his  with  beautiful  trust  and  tender- 
ness,— and  when  she  answered  him,  her  low 
sweet  accents  thrilled  to  his  heart  with  a 
pathetic  note  of  human  affection,  as  well  as 
of  angelic  sympathy  ! 

*'Theos,  my  Beloved,  I  am  all  thine  f'  she 
said,  a  holy  rapture  vibrating  through  her 
exquisite  voice, — "  Thine  now  in  mortal  life 
as  in  immortal ! — one  with  thee  in  nature  and 
condition, — pent  up  in  perishable  clay,  even  as 
thou  art, — subject  to  sorrow,  and  pain  and 
weariness, — willing  to  share  with  thee  thine 
earthly  lot, — ready  to  take  my  part  in  thy  grief  or 
joy  !  By  mine  own  choice  have  I  come  hither, 
— sinless,  yet  not  exempt  from  sin,  but  safe  in 
Christ !  Every  time  thou  hast  renounced  the 
desire  of  thine  own  happiness,  so  much  the 
nearer  hast  thou  drawn  me  to  thee, — 
every  time  thou  hast  prayed  God  for  my 
peace  rather  than  thine  own,  so  much  the 
closer  has  my  existence  been  linked  with  thine  ! 
And  now  O  my  Poet,  my  lord,  my  king  ! — we 
are  together  for  evermore, — together  in  the 
brief   Present  as  in   the  eternal    Future ! — the 
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solitary  heaven-days  of  Edrls  are  past,  and  her 
mission  is  not  Death,  but  Love !  " 

O  the  transcendent  beauty  of  that  warm 
flush  upon  her  face  ! — the  splendid  hope,  faith 
and  triumph  of  her  attitude !  What  strange 
miracle  was  here  accomplished  ! — an  Angel  had 
become  human  for  the  sake  of  love,  even  as 
liofht  substantiates  itself  in  the  colours  of 
flowers ! — the  Eden  lily  had  consented  to  be 
gathered, — the  paradise-dove  had  fluttered  down 
to  earth !  Breathless,  bewildered,  lifted  to  a 
height  of  transport  beyond  all  words,  Alwyn 
gazed  upon  her  in  entranced  devout  silence, — 
the  vast  cathedral  seemed  to  swing  round 
and  round  in  great  glittering  circles,  and  nothing 
was  real,  nothing  steadfast,  but  that  slight  sweet 
maiden  in  her  soft  gray  robes,  with  the  Ardath- 
blossoms  gleaming  white  against  her  breast ! 
Angel  she  was, — angel  she  ever  would  be, — 
and  yet — what  did  she  seem  ?     Naught  but — 

'M  child-like  wo7nan,  wise  and  veiy  fair, 
Croivned  with  the  garla?id  of  her  golden  hair  I " 

This  and  no  more, — and  yet  in  this  was  all 
earth  and  all  heaven  comprised  ! — He  gazed 
and  gazed,  overwhelmed  by  the  amazement  of 
his  own  bliss, — he  could  have  gazed  upon  her 
so    in  speechless   ravishment  for    hours,    when 
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with  a  gesture  of  infinite  grace  and  appeal,  she 
stretched  out  her  hands  towards  him  : — 

*'  Speak  to  me  Dearest  one ! "  she  mur- 
mured wistfully — "Tell  me,  —  am  I  wel- 
come ? " 

O  exquisite  humility  ! — O  beautiful  maiden- 
timid  hesitation  !  Was  she, — even  she,  God's 
Angel,  so  far  removed  from  pride,  as  to  be 
uncertain  of  her  lover's  reception  of  such  a  gift 
of  love  ? — Roused  from  his  half  swooning  sense 
of  wonder,  he  caught  those  gentle  hands,  and 
laid  them  tenderly  against  his  breast,---tremb- 
Hngly,  and  all  devoutly,  he  drew  the  lovely 
yielding  form  into  his  arms,  close  to  his  heart, — 
with  dazzled  sight  he  gazed  down  into  that 
pure,  perfect  face,  those  clear  and  holy  eyes 
shininor  like  new-created  stars  beneath  the  soft 
cloud  of  clustering  fair  hair  ! 

•'  Welcome  ? "  he  echoed  in  a  tone  that 
thrilled  with  passionate  awe  and  ecstasy-, — 
"  My  Edris  !  —  My  Saint !  —  My  Queen  ! 
Welcome,  more  welcome  than  the  first  flower 
seen  after  winter  snows  ! — welcome,  more  wel- 
come than  swift  rescue  to  one  in  dire  peril  ! — 
welcome,  my  Angel,  into  the  darkness  of  mortal 
things  which  haply  so  sweet  a  Presence  shall 
make  bright !  O  sacred  innocence  that  I  am 
not  worthy  to  shield  !  . .  O  sinless  beauty  that 
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I  am  all  unfitted  to  claim  or  possess  !  Welcome 
to  my  life,  my  heart,  my  soul  ! — welcome,  sweet 
Trust,  sweet  Hope,  sweet  Love,  that  as  Christ 
lives,  I  will  never  wrong,  betray  or  resign 
again  through  all  the  glory-spaces  of  far 
Eternity  ! " 

As  he  spoke,  his  arms  closed  more  surely 
about  her, — his  lips  met  hers, — and  in  the 
mingled  human  and  divine  rapture  of  that 
moment,  there  came  a  rushing  noise  as  of 
thousands  of  wings  beating  the  air,  followed  by 
a  mighty  wave  of  music  that  rolled  approach- 
ingly  and  then  departingly  through  and  through 
the  Cathedral-arches — and  a  Voice  clear  and 
resonant  as  a  silver  clarion  proclaimed  aloud  : — 

"Those  whom  GOD  hath  joined  together,  let 
no  man  put  asunder !  " 

Then,  with  a  surging  jubilant  sound  like  the 
sea  in  a  storm,  the  music  seemed  to  tread  past 
in  a  measured  march  of  stately  harmony, — and 
presently  there  was  silence  once  more, — the 
silence  and  sunshine  of  the  morning  pouring 
through  the  rose-windows  of  the  church  and 
sparkling  on  the  Cross  above  the  Altar, — the 
silence  of  a  love  made  perfect, — of  twin  souls 
made  O^ie  / 

And  then  Edris  drew  herself  gently  from  her 
lover's  embrace  and  raised  her  head, — putting 
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her    hand    confidingly    in    his,    a    lovely    smile 
played  on  her  sweedy-parted  lips  : 

"  Take  me,  Theos  ;  "  she  said  sofdy, — "  Lead 
me, — into  the  World  !  " 

***** 
*  *  *  * 

***** 

Slowly  the  great  side-doors  of  the  Cathedral 
swung  back  on  their  hinges, — and  out  on  the 
steps  in  a  glorious  blaze  of  sunlight  came  Poet 
and  Angel  together.  The  one,  a  man  in  the 
full  prime  of  splendid  and  vigorous  manhood, — 
the  other  a  maiden,  timid  and  sweet,  robed  in 
grey  attire  with  a  posy  of  white  flowers  at  her 
throat.  A  simple  girl,  and  most  distinctly 
human, — the  fresh  pure  colour  reddened  in  her 
cheeks, — the  soft  spring-tide  wind  fanned  her 
gold  hair,  and  the  sunbeams  seemed  to  dance 
about  her  in  a  bright  revel  of  amaze  and 
curiosity.  Her  lustrous  eyes  dwelt  on  the  busy 
Platz  below  with  a  vaguely  compassionate 
wonder — a  look  that  suggested  some  far  fore- 
knowledge of  things  that  at  the  same  time  were 
strangely  unfamiliar.  Hand  in  hand  with  her 
companion  she  stood, — while  he,  holding  her 
fast,  drank  in  the  pureness  of  her  beauty,  the 
love-light  of  her  glance,  the  holy  radiance  of 
her  smile,  till  every  sense  in  him  was  spiritual- 

355 


ARDATH. 

ized  anew  by  the  passionate  faith  and  reverence 
in  his  heart,  the  marvellous  glory  that  had 
fallen  upon  his  life,  the  nameless  rapture  that 
possessed  his  soul ! — To  have  knelt  at  her  feet, 
and  bowed  his  head  before  her  in  worshipping 
silence  would  have  been  to  follow  the  strongest 
impulse  in  him, — but  she  had  given  him  a 
higher  duty  than  this.  He  was  to  ''  lead 
her,'' — lead  her  "  into  the  world  !  " — the  dreary, 
dark  world  so  unfitted  to  receive  such  bright- 
ness,— she  had  come  to  him  clad  in  all  the 
sacred  weakness  of  womanhood  ; — and  it  was 
his  proud  privilege  to  guard  and  shelter  her 
from  evil, — from  the  evil  in  others,  but  chiefly 
from  the  evil  in  himself.  No  taint  must  touch 
that  spotless  life  with  which  God  had  entrusted 
him  ! — sorrow  might  come,  nay,  in2ist  come, 
since  so  long  as  humanity  errs,  so  long  must 
angels  grieve, — sorrow,  but  not  sin  !  A  grand, 
awed  sense  of  responsibility  filled  him, — a  re- 
sponsibility that  he  accepted  with  passionate 
gratitude  and  joy ...  he  had  attained  a  vaster 
dignity  than  any  king  on  any  throne,  .  .  and  all 
the  visible  Universe  was  transfigured  into  a 
golden  pageant  of  loveliness  and  light,  fairer 
than  the  fabled  Valley  of  Avilion  ! 

Yet  still  he  kept  her  close  beside  him  on  the 
steps   of    the   mighty   Dom,  half  longing,   half 
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hesitating  to  take  her  further,  and  ever  and 
anon  assailed  by  a  dreamy  doubt  as  to  whether 
she  might  not  even  now  pass  away  from  him  sud- 
denly and  swiftly,  as  a  mist  fading  into  heaven, 
— when  all  at  once  the  sound  of  beating  drums 
and  martial  trumpets  struck  loudly  on  the  quiet 
morning  air.  A  brilliant  regiment  of  mounted 
Uhlans  emerged  from  an  opposite  street,  and 
cantered  sharply  across  the  Platz  and  over 
the  Rhine-bridge,  with  streaming  pennons, 
burnished  helmets  and  accoutrements  glistening 
in  a  long  compact  line  of  silvery  white,  that 
vanished  as  speedily  as  it  had  appeared,  like  a 
winding-flash  of  meteor-flame.  Alwyn  drew  a 
deep  quick  breath  ; — the  sight  of  those  armed 
soldiers  roused  him  to  the  fact  that  he  was 
actually  in  the  turmoil  of  present  daily  events, 
— that  his  supernal  happiness  was  no  vision  but 
reality^ — that  Edris,  his  Spirit-love,  was  with  him 
in  tangible  human  oruise  of  flesh  and  blood, — 
though  how  such  a  mysterious  marvel  had 
been  accomplished,  he  knew  no  more  than 
scientists  know  how  the  lovely  life  of  green  leaf 
and  perfect  flower  can  still  be  existent  in  seeds 
that  have  lain  dormant  and  dry  in  old  tombs  for 
thousands  of  years  !  And  as  he  looked  at  her 
proudly, — adoringly, — she  raised  her  beautiful, 
innocent,  questioning  eyes  to  his. 
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"This  Is  a  city?"  she  asked — ''A  city  of 
men  who  labour  for  good,  and  serve  each 
other  ? " 

^'  Alas,  not  so,  my  sweet ! "  he  answered,  his 
voice  trembling  with  its  own  infinite  tenderness  ; 
''  There  is  no  city  on  the  sad  Earth  where 
men  do  not  labour  for  mere  vanity's  sake,  and 
oppose  each  other  !  " 

Her  inquiring  gaze  softened  into  a  celestial 
compassion. 

''  Come, — let  us  go  !  "  she  said  gently — "  We 
twain  made  one  In  love  and  faith,  must  hasten 
to  begin  our  work ! — darkness  gathers  and 
deepens  over  the  Sorrowful  Star, — but  we, 
perchance,  with  Christ's  most  holy  Blessing, 
may  help  to  lift  the  Shadows  into  Light !  " 


Away  in  a  sheltered  mountainous  retreat, 
apart  from  the  louder  clamour  of  the  world,  the 
Poet  and  his  heavenly  companion  dwell  in  peace 
together.  Their  love,  their  wondrous  hap- 
piness, no  mortal  language  can  define, — for 
spiritual  love  perfected,  as  far  exceeds  material 
passion,  as  the  steadfast  glory  of  the  sun  out- 
shines the  fiickering  of  an  earthly  taper.  Few, 
very  few  there  are  who  recognize  or  who  attain 
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such  joy, — for  men  chiefly  occupy  themselves 
with  the  semblances  of  things  and  therefore  fail 
to  grasp  all  high  realities.  Perishable  beauty, — 
perishable  fame, — these  are  mere  Appearances  ; 
— imperishable  Worth  is  the  only  positive  and 
lasting  good,  and  in  the  search  for  imperishable 
Worth  alone,  the  seeker  must  needs  encounter 
Angels  unawares ! 

But  for  those  whose  pleasure  it  is  to  doubt  and 
deny  all  spiritual  life  and  being,  the  history  of 
Theos  Alwyn  can  be  disposed  of  with  much 
languid  ease  and  cold  logic,  as  a  foolish  chimera 
scarce  worth  narrating.  Practically  viewed, 
there  is  nothing  wonderful  in  it,  since  it  can  all 
be  traced  to  a  powerful  exertion  of  magnetic 
skill.  Tranced  into  a  dream-bewilderment  by 
the  arts  of  the  mystic  Chaldean  Heliobas, — 
tricked  into  visiting  the  Field  of  Ardath,  what 
more  likely  than  that  a  real  earth-born  maiden, 
trained  to  her  part,  should  have  met  the 
dreamer  there,  and,  with  the  secret  aid  of  the 
hermit  Elzear,  continued  his  strange  delusion  '^. 
What  more  fitting  as  a  sequel  to  the  whole, 
than  that  the  same  maiden  should  have  been 
sent  to  him  again  in  the  great  Rhine-Cathedral, 
to  complete  the  deception  and  satisfy  his  imagi- 
nation by  linking  her  life  finally  with  his  ? — It 
is  a  perfectly  simple  explanation  of  what  some 
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credulous  souls  might  be  inclined  to  consider  a 
mystery, — and  let  the  dear,  wise  oracular  people 
who  cannot  admit  any  mystery  in  anything,  and 
who  love  to  trace  all  seeming  miracles  to  clever 
Imposture,  accept  this  elucidation  by  all  means, 
— they  will  be  able  to  fit  every  incident  of  the 
story  into  such  an  hypothesis,  with  most  admir- 
able and  consecutive  neatness  !  Al-Kyris  was 
truly  a  Vision, — the  rest  was, — What  ? — Merely 
the  working  of  a  poetic  imagination  under 
mesmeric  influence ! 

So  be  it ! — the  Poet  knows  the  truth, — but 
what  are  Poets  ?  Only  the  Prophets  and 
Seers  ! — only  the  Eyes  of  Time,  which  clearly 
behold  Heaven's  Fact  beyond  this  world's 
Fable  !  Let  them  sing  if  they  choose,  and 
we  will  hear  them  in  our  idle  hours, — we  will 
give  them  a  little  of  our  gold, — a  little  of  our 
grudging  praise,  together  with  much  of  our 
private  practical  contempt  and  misprisal  !  So 
say  the  unthinking  and  foolish — so  will  they 
ever  say, — and  hence  it  is  that  though  the  fame 
of  Theos  Alwyn  widens  year  by  year,  and  his 
sweet  clarion-harp  of  Song  rings  loud  warning, 
promise,  hope  and  consolation  above  the  noisy 
tumult  of  the  whirling  age,  people  listen  to  him 
merely  in  vague  wonderment  and  awe,  doubting 
his  prophet-utterance,  and  loth  to  put  away  their 
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sin.  But  he,  never  weary  in  well-doing,  works 
on,  .  .  ever  regardless  of  Self,  caring  nothing  for 
Fame,  but  giving  all  the  riches  of  his  thought 
for  Love.  Clear,  grand,  pure  and  musical,  his 
writings  fill  the  time  with  hope  and  passionate 
faith  and  courage, — his  inspiration  fails  not  and 
can  never  fail  since  Edris  is  his  fount  of  ecstasy, 
— his  name,  made  glorious  by  God's  blessing, 
shall  never,  as  in  his  perished  Past,  be  again 
forgotten  ! 

And  what  of  Edris  ?  What  of  the  "  Flower- 
crowned  Wonder "  of  the  Field  of  Ardath, 
strayed  for  a  while  out  of  her  native  Heaven  ? 
Does  the  world  know  her  marvellous  origin  ? 
Perhaps  the  mystic  Heliobas  knows, — per- 
haps even  good  Frank  Villiers  has  hazarded  a 
reverent  guess  at  his  friend's  great  secret — but 
to  the  uninstructed,  what  does  she  seem  ? 

Nothing  but  a  woman,  most  ptire  wo^nanly  ; 
a  woman  whose  influence  on  all  is  strangely 
sweet  and  lasting, — whose  spirit  overflows  with 
tenderest  sympathy  for  the  many  wants  and 
sorrows  of  mankind, — whose  voice  charms 
away  care, — whose  smile  engenders  peace  ; — 
whose  eyes  lustrous  and  thoughtful,  are  un- 
clouded by  any  shadow  of  sin, — and  on  whose 
serene  beauty  the  passing  of  years  leaves  no 
visible  trace.     That  she  is  fair  and  wise,  joyous, 
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radiant  and  holy  Is  apparent  to  all, — but  only 
the  Poet,  her  lover  and  lord,  her  subject  and 
servant,  can  tell  how  truly  his  Edris  is  not  so 
much  sweet  woman  as  most  perfect  Angel ! 
A  Dream  of  Heaven  made  human  !  .  .  .  .  Let 
some  of  us  hesitate  ere  we  doubt  the  Miracle  ; 
for  we    are    sleepers   and    dreamers    all, — and 

the  hour  is  close   at   hand   when we   shall 

Wake. 


FINIS. 
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